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By  Mr.    GAY. 


TALES. 


AN         ANSWER 
TO  THE  SOMPXER'S  PROLOGUE  OF  CHAUCER. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  CHAUCER'S  STYLE. 

^  I  '*HE  Sompner  leudly  hark  his  prologue  told, 

-^     And  faine  on  the  Freers  his  tale  japing  and  bold  5 
How  that  in  Hell  they  fearchen  near  and  wide. 
And  ne  one  Freer  in  all  thilke  place  elpyde : 
But  lo  !  the  devil  turn'd  his  erfe  about. 
And  twenty  thoufand  Freers  wend  in  and  out. 
By  which  in  Jeoffry's  rhyming  it  appears. 
The  devil's  belly  is  the  hive  of  Freers. 
Now  liftneth  lordings  !   forthwith  ye  ihall  hear^ 
What  happen'd  at  a  houfe  in  Lancalhire. 
A  mifere  that  had  londs  and  tenement. 
Who  raketh  from  his  villaines  taxes  and  rent, 
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Owned  a  houfe  which  cmptye  long  yftood. 
Full  deeply  fitcd  in  a  derkning  wood  ; 
Murmring  a  fhallow  brook  runneth  along, 
Mong  the  round  ftones  it  maken  doleful  fong-. 

Now  there  fpreaden  a  rumour  that  everich  night 
The  rooms  yhaunted  been  by  many  a  fprite ; 
The  miller  avoucheth,  and  all  thereabout. 
That  they  full  oft'  hearen  the  hcUifli  rout ; 
Some  faine  they  hear  the  jingling  of  chains. 
And  fonic  hath  yheard  the  pfautries  ftraines  ; 
At  midnight  fome  the  hcedlefs  horfe  ymeet. 
And  fomc  efpien  a  corfe  in  a  white  fheet. 
And  oother  things,  faye,   elfin,   and  elfe. 
And  fliapes  that  fear  createn  to  itfelfe. 

Now  it  fo  hapt,  there  was  not  ferrc  away. 
Of  grey  Frcers  a  fair  and  rich  Abbaye, 
Where  liven  a  Freer  ycleped  Pere  Thomas, 
Who  daren  alone  in  derke  through  church-yerds  pafs 

This  Freer  would  lye  in  thllkc  houfe  all  night. 
In  hope  he  might  efpyen  a  dreadful  fprite. 
He  taketh  candle,  beades,  and  holy  watere. 
And  legends  eke  of  Saintes,  and  bookes  of  praycre 
Me  entereth  the  room,  and  looketh  round  about. 
And  hafpen  tlie  door,  to  hafpen  the  goblin  out. 
T'he  candle  hath  he  put  clofe  by  the  bed. 
And  in  low  tone  his  ai'c  marye  faid. 
With  water  now  befprinkled  hath  the  floore. 
And  maken  crofs  on  key-hole  of  the  doorc. 
Ne  was  there  not  a  moufe-hole  in  ihilke  place, 
But  he  ycroffcd  hath  by  God  his  grace  - 


He 


1*    A    L    E     S.  $ 

He  crofleH  hath  this,  and  eke  he  crofled  that. 
With  benedkite  and  God  knows  what. 

Now  he  goeth  to  bed  and  lieth  adown. 
When  the  clock  had  juil  ftricken  the  tAvelfth  foun. 
Bethinketh  him  now  what  the  cauie  had  ybeen. 
Why  many  fprites  by  mortals  have  been  feen. 
Hem  remembreth  how  Dan  Plutarch  hath  yfcd 
That  Ca^far's  fprite  came  to  Brute  his  bed ; 
Of  chains  that  frighten  erft  Artemidore, 
The  tales  of  Pline,  Valere,  and  many  more. 

Hem  thinketh  that  fome  murdere  here  been  done. 
And  he  mought  fee  fome  bloodye  ghoft  anone. 
Or  that  fome  orphlines  writings  here  be  ilor'd. 
Or  pot  of  gold  laine  deep  beneath  a  board  ; 
Or  thinketh  hem,   if  he  might  fee  no  fprite, 
The  Abbaye  mought  buy  this  houfe  cheap  outright. 

As  hem  thus  thinketh,  anone  afleep  he  lies. 
Up  ftarten  Sathanas  with  faucer  eyes. 
He  turned  the  F/eer  upon  his  face  downright, 
Difplaying  his  nether  cheeks  full  broad  and  white. 
Then  quoth  Dan  Sathanas  as  he  thwacked  him  fore. 
Thou  didft  forget  to  guard  thy  poftern-dore. 
There  is  an  hole  u  hich  hath  not  crofled  been  : 
Farewel,  from  whence  I  came,  1  creepen  in. 

Now  plain  it  is  ytellen  in  my  verfe. 
If  Devils  in  hell  bear  Freers  in  their  erfe. 
On  earth  the  Devil  in  Freers  doth  ydwell ; 
Were  there  no  Freers,  the  Devil  mought  keep  in  Hell. 
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WORK    FOR    A    COOPER. 

A      TALE. 

A    M  A  N  may  lead  a  happy  life, 
^    Without  that  needful  thing  a  wife: 
This  long  have  lufty  Abbots  known, 
Who  ne'er  knew  fpoufes---of  their  own. 

What  though  your  houfe  be  clean  and  neat, 
With  couches,  chairs,  and  beds  compleat ; 
Though  you  each  day  invite  a  friend. 
Though  he  (hould  every  difh  commend ; 
On  Baglhot-heath  your  mutton  fed. 
Your  fowls  at  Brentford  born  and  bred ; 
Though  pureft  wine  your  cellars  boaft. 
Wine  worthy  of  the  faireft  toaft  ; 
Yet  there  are  other  things  requir'd  : 
Ring,  and.  let  's  fee  the  maid  you  hir'd. — 
Blefs  me  !  thofe  hands  might  hold  a  broom. 
Twirl  round  a  mop,  and  wafh  a  room  : 
A  batchelor  his  maid  Ihould  keep. 
Not  for  that  fervile  ufe  to  fv^'eep  ; 
Let  her  his  humour  underftand. 
And  turn  to  every  thing  her  hand. 
Get  you  a  lafs  that  's  young  and  tight, 
Whofe  arms  are,  like  her  apron,  white. 
What  though  her  Ihift  be  feldom  feen. 
Let  that,   though  coarfe,  be  always  clean  5 
She  might  each  morn  your  tea  attend. 
And  on  your  wrift  your  ruffle  mend  ; 

Then» 
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*T5ien,  If  you  break  a  roguifh  jeft. 
Or  fqueeze  her  hand,  or  pat  her  breaft. 
She  cries.  Oh,  dear  Sir,  don't  be  naught  1 
And  blullies  fpeak.  her  laft  night's  fault. 
To  her  your  houlhold  cares  confide. 
Let  your  keys  jingle  at  her  fide. 
A  footman's  blunders  teaze  and  fret  ye  ; 
Ev'n  while  you  chide,  you  fmile  on  Betty, 
Difcharge  him  then,  if  he  's  too  fpruce ; 
For  Betty  's  for  his  mailer's  ufe. 

Will  you  your  amorous  fancy  baulk. 
For  fear  fome  prudifh  neighbour  talk  ? 
But  you  '11  objeft,  that  you  're  afraid 
Of  the  pert  freedoms  of  a  maid. 
Befides,  your  wifer  heads  will  fay. 
That  Ihe  who  turns  her  hand  this  way. 
From  one  vice  to  another  drawn. 
Will  lodge  your  filver-fpoons  in  pawn. 
Has  not  the  homely  wrinkled  jade 
More  need  to  learn  the  pilfering  trade  * 
For  love  all  Betty's  wants  fupplies. 
Laces  her  fhoes,  her  manteau  dyes. 
All  her  ftuff-fuits  (he  flings  away. 
And  wears  thrcad-fattin  every  day. 

Who  then  a  dirty  drab  would  hire. 
Brown  as  the  hearth  of  kitchen-fire  ; 
When  all  mull  own,  were  Betty  put 
To  the  black  duties  of  the  flut. 
As  well  (he  fcours  or  fcrubs  a  floor. 
And  ftill  is  good  for  fomething  more  ? 
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Thus,  to  avoid  the  greater  vice, 
I  knew  a  Prieft,  of  confcience  nice, 
To  quell  his  lull  for  neighbour's  {poufe. 
Keep  fornication  in  his  houfe. 

But  you  're  impatient  all  this  time. 
Fret  at  my  counfel,  curfe  my  rhyme. 
JHe  fatisfy'd :  I  '11  talk  no  more, 
For  thus  my  tale  begins — Of  yore 
'Ihere  dwelt  at  Blois  a  Prieft  full  fair. 
With  rolling  eye  and  crifped  hair  ; 
His  chin  hung  low,  his  brow  was  fleek. 
Plenty  lay  baflcing  on  his  cheek ; 
Whole  days  at  cloyfter-grates  he  fate. 
Ogled,  and  talk'd  of  this  and  that 
So  feelingly,  the  Nuns  lamented 
That  double-bars  were  e'er  invented. 
I  f  he  the  wanton  wife  confeft. 
With  downcaft  eye,  and  heaving  bread; 
He  ftroak'd  her  cheek  to  ftill  her  fear. 
And  talk'd  of  fms  en  canjalicr  ; 
Each  time  enjoin'd  her  penance  mild. 
And  fondled  on  her  like  his  child. 
At  every  jovial  gofTip's  feaft 
Fere  Bernard  was  a  welcome  gueft ; 
Mirth  fuffer'd  not  the  lealt  rellraint. 
He  could  at  will  fliake  off  the  faint ; 
Nor  frown'd  he  when  they  freely  fpoke. 
But  fhook  his  fides,  and  took  the  joke  ; 
Nor  fail'd  he  to  promote  the  jeft, 
/\nd  (har'd  the  fms  which  they  confeft. 
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Yet,  that  he  might  not  always  roam, 
He  kept  conveniencies  at  home. 
His  maid  was  in  the  bloom  of  beauty, 
Well-limb'd  for  every  fecial  duty ; 
He  meddled  "with  no  houHiold  cares. 
To  her  confign'd  his  whole  affairs  : 
She  of  his  itudy  kept  the  keys. 
For  he  was  fludious — of  his  eafe  : 
She  had  the  power  of  all  his  locks. 
Could  rummage  every  cheft  and  box ; 
Her  honefty  fuch  credit  gain'd. 
Not  €v'n  the  cellar  was  reftrain'd. 

In  troth  it  was  a  goodly  Ihow, 
Lin'd  with  full  hogfheads  all  a-row. 
One  veffel,  from  the  rank  remov'd. 
Far  dearer  than  the  reft  he  lov'd ; 
Pour  la  bonne  bouihe  'twas  fet  ■aflde. 
To  all  but  choiceft  friends  deny'd. 
He  now  and  then  would  fend  a  quart, 
To  warm  fome  wife's  retentive  heart, 
Againft  confeffion's  fullen  hour  : 
Wine  has  all  fecrets  in  its  power. 
At  common  feafts  it  had  been  walle, 
Kor  was  it  fit  for  layman's  tafte. 
If  monk  or  friar  were  his  gueft. 
They  drank  it ;  for  they  know  the  befl. 
>Iay,  he  at  length  fo  fond  was  grown. 
He  always  drank  it  when — alone. 

Who  fhall  recount  his  civil  labours. 
In  pious  vifits  to  his  neighbours  ? 
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Whene'r  weak  huflsands  went  aftrayi 
He  guefs'd  their  wives  were  in  the  way  i 
'Twas  then  his  charity  was  fhown> 
He  chofe  to  fee  them  when  alone. 

Now  was  he  bent  on  cuckoldom  : 
He  knew  friend  Dennis  was  from  home  t 
His  wife  (a  poor  neglefted  beauty. 
Defrauded  of  a  huiband's  duty) 
Had  often  told  him  at  confeflion. 
How  hard  Ihe  ftruggled  'gainft  tranfgrefnon. 
He  now  refolves,  in  heat  of  blood. 
To  try  how  firm  her  virtue  flood. 
He  knew  that  wine  (to  love  beft  aid) 
Has  oft'  made  bold  the  Ihame-fac'd  maid. 
Taught  her  to  romp,  and  take  more  freedoms. 
Than  nymphs  train'd-up  at  Smith's  or  Needham's 

A  mighty  bottle  ftrait  he  chofe. 
Such  as  might  give  two  Friars  their  dofe. 
Nannette  he  call'd  :  the  cellar-door 
She  ftraight  unlocks,  defcends  before  ; 
He  follow'd  clofe.     But  when  he  fpies 
His  favourite  caflc  ;  with  lifted  eyes 
And  lifted  hands  aloud  he  cries, 
Heigh-day  !  my  darling  wine  aftoop  ! 
It  muft  alas  !  have  fprung  a  hoop. 
That  there  's  a  leak  is  paft  all  doubt, 
(Reply 'd  the  maid) — I'll  find  it  out. 
She  fets  the  candle  down  in  hafle. 
Tucks  her  white  apron  round  her  waift. 

.The 
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The  Koglhead's  mouldy  fide  afcends  ; 
She  ftraddles  wide,  and  downward  bends ; 
So  low  {he  ftpops  to  feejc  the  flaw. 
Her  coats  rofe  up,  her  mafter  faw — 
I  fee — he  cries---(then  clafpt  her  faft) 
The  leak  through  which  my  wine  has  pad. 

Then  all  in  halcc  the  maid  defcended. 
And  in  a  trice  the  leak  was  mended. 
He  found  in  Nannette  all  he  wanted. 
So  Dennis'  brows  remain'd  unplanted. 

Ere  fmce  this  time,  all  lufty  Friars 
(Warm'd  with  predominant  defires, 
Whene'er  the  flelh  with  fpirit  quarrels) 
Look  on  the  fex  as  leaky  barrels. 
Beware  of  thefe,  ye  jealous  fpoufes ! 
From  fuch-like  coopers  guard  your  houfes ; 
For,  if  they  find  not  work  at  home, 
For  jobbs  through  all  the  town  they  roam. 


THE 


7%'  G  A  Y  •  S    P  O  E  M  S. 

THE      EQJJIVOCATION. 

A      TALE. 

A  N  Abbot  rich  (whofe  tafte  was  good 
"^^   Alike  in  fcience  and  in  food) 
His  Bifhop  had  refolv'd  to  treat ; 
The  Bifhop  came,  the  Bifhop  eat. 
'Twas  filence,  till  their  ftomachs  fail'd^ 
And  now  at  Hereticks  they  rail'd. 
What  Herefy  (the  Prelate  faid) 
Is  in  that  Church  where  Priefls  may  wed! 
Do  not  we  take  the  Church  for  life  ? 
But  thofe  divorce  her  for  a  wife ; 
Like  laymen,  keep  her  in  their  houfes. 
And  own  the  children  of  their  fpoufes. 
Vile  practices  1  the  Abbot  cry'd. 
For  pious  ufe  we  're  fet  afide  ! 
Shall  we  take  wives  ?     Marriage  at  beft 
Is  but  carnality  profefl  ! 

Now,  as  the  Bifhop  took  his  glafs. 
He  fpy'd  our  Abbot's  buxom  lafs, 
Who  crofs'd  the  room  ;  he  mark'd  her  eye 
That  glow'd  with  love  ;  his  pulfe  beat  high. 
Fye,  father,  fye,  (the  Prelate  cries) 
A  maid  fo  young  !  for  fhame,   be  wife. 
Thefe  indifcretions  lend  a  handle 
To  lewd  lay-tongues,  to  give  us  fcandal. 

For 
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For  your  vow's  fake,  this  rule  I  give  t'  ye  ; 
Let  all  your  maids  be  turn'd  of  fifty. 

The  Prieft  reply'd,  I  have  not  fwerv'd^ 
But  your  chafte  precept  well  obferv'd  : 
That  lafs  full  twenty-five  has  told  j. 
I  've  yet  another  who  's  as  old  ; 
Into  one  fum  their  ages  call ; 
So  both  my  maids  have  fifty  part. 

The  Prelate  fmil'd,  but  durft  not  blame; 
For  why  ?   his  Lordfhip  did  the  fame. 

Let  thofe  who  reprimand  their  brothers, 
Firft  mend  the  faults  they  find  in  others. 
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A  TRUE  STORY 

OF   AN 

APPARITION. 

QCepticks  (whofcftrength  of  argument  makes  out* 

That  wifdorri's  deep  enquiries  end  in  doubt) 
Hold  this  aflertion  pofitive  and  clear. 
That  fprites  are  pure  delufions,  rais'd  by  fear. 
Not  that  fam'd  ghoft,  which  in  prefaging  found 
Call'd  Brutus  to  Philippi's  fatal  ground. 
Nor  can  Tiberius  Gracchus'  goary  fhade, 
Thefe  ever-doubting  difputants  perfuade. 
Straight  they  with  fmiles  reply,  Thofe  tales  of  ofd 
By  vifionary  priefts  were  made  and  told. 
Oh,  might  fome  ghoft  at  dead  of  night  appear. 
And  make  you  own  convidlion  by  your  fear  ! 
I  know  your  fneers  my  eafy  faith  accufe. 
Which  with  fuch  idle  legends  fcares  the  Mufe  : 
Eut  think  not  that  I  tell  thofe  vulgar  fprites. 
Which  frighted  boys  relate  on  winter  nights. 
How  cleanly  milk-maids  meet  the  fairy  train. 
How  heedlefs  horfes  drag  the  clinking  chain. 
Night-roaming  ghofls,  by  faucer  eye-balls  known^ 
The  common  fpedlres  of  each  country-town. 
No,   I  fuch  fables  can  like  you  defpife. 
And  laugh  to  hear  thefe  nurfe-invented  lies. 
Yet  has  not  oft'  the  fraudful  guardian's  fright 
Compell'd  him  to  reftore  an  orphan's  right  ? 

An<S 
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And  can  we  doubt  that  horrid  ghofts  afcend. 
Which  on  the  confcious  murderer's  fteps  attend  ? 
Hear  then,   and  let  attefted  truth  prevail ; 
from  faithful  lips  I  learnt  the  dreadful  tale. 

Where  Arden's  foreft  fpreads  its  limits  wide, 
Whofe  branching  paths  the  doubtful  road  divide^ 
A  traveller  took  his  folilary  way. 
When  low  beneath  the  hills  was  funk  the  day. 
And  now  the  fkies  with  gathering  darknefs  lour. 
The  branches  ruftle  with  the  threaten'd  ihowet ; 
With  fudden  blafts  the  foreft  murmurs  loud. 
Indented  lightnings  cleave  the  fable  cloud. 
Thunder  on  thunder  breaks,  the  tempeft  roars. 
And  heaven  difcharges  all  its  watery  (lores. 
The  wandering  traveller  Ihelter  feeks  in  tain. 
And  (brinks  and  (hivers  with  the  beating  rain : 
On  his  deed's  neck  the  (lacken'd  bridle  lay. 
Who  chofe  with  cautious  ftep  th'  uncertain  way  ; 
And  now  he  checks  the  rein,  and  halts  to  hear 
If  any  noife  foretold  a  village  near. 
At  length  from  far  a  ftream  of  light  he  fees 
Extend  its  level  ray  between  the  trees ; 
Thither  he  fpeeds,  and,  as  he  nearer  came> 
Joyful  he  knew  the  lamp's  domeftlc  flame 
That  trembled  through  the  window ;  crofs  the  way 
Darts  forth  the  barking  cur,  and  ftands  at  bay. 

It  was  an  antient  lonely  houfe,  that  flood 
Upon  the  borders  of  the  fpacious  wood  ; 
Here  towers  and  antique  battlements  arife. 
And  there  in  heaps  the  moulder'd  ruin  lies. 

Some 
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Some  Lord  this  manfion  held  in  days  of  yore. 
To  chace  the  wolf,  and  pierce  the  foaming  boar  : 
How  chang'd,  alas,  from  what  it  once  had  been  I 
'Tis  now  degraded  to  a  public  inn. 

Straight  he  difmounts,  repeats  his  loud  commands  : 
Swift  at  the  gate  the  ready  landlord  Hands ; 
With  frequent  cringe  he  bows,  and  begs  excufe. 
His  houfe  was  full,  and  every  bed  in  ufe. 
What  not  a  garret,  and  no  ftraw  to  fpare  ? 
Why  then  the  kitchen-fire  and  elbow-chair 
Shall  ferve  for  once  to  nod  away  the  night. 
The  kitchen  ever  is  the  fervant's  right. 
Replies  the  hoft ;  there,  all  the  fire  around. 
The  Count's  tir'd  footmen  fnore  upon  the  ground. 

The  maid,  who  liften'd  to  this  whole  debate. 
With  pity  learnt  the  weary  flranger's  fate. 
Be  brave,  fhe  cries,  you  ftill  may  be  our  gueft  ; 
Our. haunted  room  was  ever  held  the  bed : 
If  then  your  valour  can  the  fright  fuflain 
Of  rattling  curtains  and  the  clinking  chain ; 
If  your  courageous  tongue  have  power  to  talk. 
When  round  your  bed  the  horrid  ghofl  fhall  walk  ; 
If  you  dare  afk  it,  why  it  leaves  its  tomb  ; 
I'll  fee  your  fheets  well  air'd,  and  fhew  the  roonu 
Soon  as  the  frighted  maid  her  tale  had  told. 
The  ftranger  enter'd,  for  his  heart  was  bold. 

The  damfel  led  him  through  a  fpacious  hall. 
Where  ivy  hung  the  half-demolifh'd  wall : 
She  frequent  look'd  behind,  and  chang'd  her  hue. 
While  fancy  tipt  the  candle's  fiame  with  blue. 

Aad 
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And  now  they  gain'd  the  winding  ftairs'  afcent. 
And  to  the  lonei'ome  room  of  terrors  went. 
When  all  was  ready,  (wift  retir'd  the  maid. 
The  watch-lights  burn,  tuck'd  warm  in  bed  was  lail  • 
The  hurdy  ftranger,  and  attends  the  i'prite 
Till  his  accuilom'd  walk  at  dead  of  night. 

At  firfi:  he  hears  the  wind  with  hollow  roar 
Shake  the  Icofe  lock,  and  fwing  the  creaking  door  5 
Nearer  and  nearer  draws  the  dreadful  found 
Of  rattling  chains,  that  dragg'd  upon  the  ground  : 
When  lo,  the  fpeftre  came  with  horrid  itride, 
Approach'd  the  bed,  and  drew  the  curtains  wide  t    ■ 
In  human  form  the  ghaftful  phantom  ilood, 
Expos'd  his  mangled  bofom  dy'd  with  blood. 
Then,  filent  pointing  to  his  wounded  breall. 
Thrice  wav'd  his  hand.     Beneath  the  frighted  gueft 
The  bed-cords  trembled,  and  with  Ihuddering  fear> 
Sweat  chill'd  his  limbs,  high  rofe  his  brilHed  hair ; 
Then  muttering  hafty  prayers,  he  mann'd  his  heart, 
Andcry'd  aloud  ;   Say,  whence  and  who  thou  art? 
The  ftalking  ghoft  with  hollow  ^•oice  replies. 
Three  years  are  counted  fince  with  mortal  eyes 
I  faw  the  fun,  and  vital  air  refpir'd. 
Like  thee  benighted,  and  with  travel  tir'd, 
Within  thefe  walls  I  flept.     O  thirft  of  gain  ! 
See,  ftill  the  planks  the  bloody  mark  retain. 
Stretch'd  on  this  very  bed,  from  fleep  I  ftart. 
And  fee  the  fteel  impending  o'er  my  heart ; 
The  barbarous  hoftefs  held  the  lifted  knife. 
The  floor  ran  purple  with  my  guihing  life. 

Vol.   X.X.\V';i.  C  Mjr 
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My  treafurc  now  they  feize,  tJie  golden  fpoiJ 

'J  hey  bury  deep  beneath  the  grafs-grown  foil. 

Far  in  the  common  field.     Be  bold,  arife, 

My  fteps  ftiall  lead  thee  to  the  fecret  prize  ; 

'J'here  dig  and  find  ;  let  that  thy  care  reward  ; 

Call  loud  on  juftice,  bid  her  not  retard 

To  punifli  mui-dcr  ;  lay  my  ghoft  at  reft  : 

So  fliall  with  peace  fecure  thy  nights  be  bleft  ; 

And,  when  beneath  tlicfe  boards  my  bones  are  found, 

Deceiit  inter  them  in  fome  facred  ground. 

Here  ceas'dthe  ghqft.Tbe  ftranger  fprings  from  bed. 
And  boldly  follows  where  the  phantom  led  : 
The  half-worn  ftony  Hairs  they  now  dcfcend. 
Where  paiTages  obfcure  their  arches  bend. 
Silent  they  walk  ;  and  now  through  groves  they  pafs. 
Now  through  \%xt  meads  tlieir  ileps  imprint  the  grafs. 
At  length  amidft  a  fpacious  field  they  came  : 
There  llop-  the  fpefti-e,  and  afcends  in  flame. 
Amaz'd  he  ftood,  no  bulb  or  brier  was  found. 
To  teach  his  morning  fearch  to  find  the  ground. 
What  could  he  do  ?  the  night  was  liideous  dark. 
Fear  (hook  his  joints,  and  nature  dropt  the  mark; 
With  that  he  Itarting  wak'd,  and  rais'd  his  head. 
But  found  the  golden  mark  was  left  in  bed. 

What  is  the  Itatefman's  vafl;  ambitious  fcheme. 
But  a  fhort  vifion  and  a  golden  dream  ? 
Tower,,  wealth,  and  title,  elevate  liij  hop^  ; 
He  wakes :  but,  for  a  garter,  finds  a  rope. 

T  H  F, 
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A       TALE. 

A    PRUDE,  at  moni  and  evening  prayer. 

Had  worn  her  velvet-culhion  bare } 
Upward  Ihe  taught  her  eyes  to  roll. 
As  if  Ihe  watch'd  her  ibaring  foul ; 
And,  when  devotion  warm'd  the  croud. 
None  fung,  or  fmote  their  breall  fo  loud: 
Pale  Penitence  had  mark'd  her  face 
With  all  the  meagre  figns  of  grace. 
Her  mafs-book  was  compleatly  lin'd 
With  painted  Saints  of  various  kind  : 
But,  when  in  every  page  fhe  view'd 
Fine  Ladies  who  the  flefii  fubdu'd. 
As  quick  her  beads  fhe  counted  o'er. 
She  cry'd — Such  wonders  are  no  more  ! 
She  chofe  not  to  delay  confeffion. 
To  bear  at  once  a  year's  tranfgreflion  ; 
But  every  week  fet  all  things  even. 
And  balanc'd  her  accounts  with  Heaven. 

Behold  her  now  in  humble  guife. 
Upon  her  knees  with  down-call:  eyes 
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Before  the  Pricit :   flie  thus  begins. 
And,  fobbing,  blubbers-forth  her  fins  : 
*•  Who  could  that  tempting  man  refill ; 
*'  My  virtue  languilh'd,  as  he  kifs'd  ; 
•'  I  llro\^e  —  till  I  coulJ  llrive  no  longer: 
*'  How  can  the  weak  fubdue  the  ftronger  ?'* 

The  l''ather  afk'd  her  where  and  v/hen  ? 
How  many  ?  and  what  fort  of  men  ? 
By  what  degrees  her  blood  was  heated  ? 
How  oft'  the  frailty  was  repeated  ? 
'lihus  have  1  feen  a  pregnant  wench 
All  fluih'd  with  guilt  before  the  bench  : 
The  Judges  (wak'd  by  wanton  thought) 
Dive  to  the  bottom  of  her  fault ; 
They  leer,  they  fimper  at  her  ihame. 
And  niake  her  call  all  things  by  name. 

And  now  to  fentence  he  proceeds, 
Frcfcribes  how  oft'  to  tell  her  beads ; 
Shews  her  what  Saints  could  do  her  good. 
Doubles  her  fall?,  to  cool  her  blood. 
Eas'd  of  her  fins,  and  light  as  air, 
Awa;  Ihe  trips,  perhaps  to  prayer. 
'Twas  no  fuch  thing.     Why  then  this  hafte  ? 
7  he  clock  has  llruck,  the  hour  is  paft ; 
And,  on  the  fpur  of  inclination. 
She  fcoru'd  to  bilk  lier  alTignatinn. 

Wh.ite'er  fiic  did,  next  week  ihe  came. 
And  juouily  couieft  the  fame. 

I'he 
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The  PrieiT:,  who  female  frailties  pity'd, 
Firfl  chid  her,  then  her  fins  remitted. 

But  did  fhe  now  her  crime  bemoan 
In  penitential  fheets  alone  r 
And  was  no  bold,  no  beaitly  fellow 
The  nightly  partner  of  her  pillow  ? 
No,  none  : '  for  next  time  in  the  grove 
A  bank  was  confcious  of  her  love. 

Confeffion-day  was  come  about. 
And  now  again  it  all  muft  out. 
She  feems  to  wipe  her  twinkling  eyes : 
"  What  now,  my  child  ?"  the  Father  cries. 
"   Again  !"  fays  fhe. — With  threatening  looks. 
He  thus  the  prollrate  dame  rebukes : 

"  Pvladam,  I  grant  there  's  fomething  in  it,' 
*'  That  virtue  has  th'  unguarded  minute  ; 
*'  But  pray  new  tell  me  what  are  whores, 
**  But  women  of  unguarded  hours  ? 
"  Then  you  muft  fure  have  loit  all  ihame. 
**  What  I  every  day,  and  Hill  the  fame, 
"  And  no  fault  elfe !    'tis  ftrange  to  find 
*'  A  woman  to  one  fm  confin'd  ! 
**  Pride  is  this  day  her  darling  pafilon, 
"  The  next  day  Slander  is  in  faihion  ; 
"  Gaming  fmrceeds  ;  if  Fortime  crofles, 
"  Then  Virtue  's  mortgag'd  for  her  lolTes  ; 
•'   By  ufe  her  favourite  vice  fhe  loaths, 
"  And  loves  new  follies  like  new  cloaths : 
"  But  vou,  beyond  all  thought  unchafte, 
*'  Have  all  fm  center'd  near  your  waiil:  ! 
•  C  3  "  Whence 
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"  Whence  is  this  appttite  fo  ftsong  ? 

•*  Say,  Madam,  did  your  mother  long  .■' 

«'  Or  is  it  luxury  and  high  diet 

"  That  won't  let  virtue  fleep  in  quiet  ?" 

She  tells  him  now,  with  meekeft  voice. 

That  fhe  had  never  err'd  by  choice  ; 

Nor  was  ihere  known  a  virgin  chafter. 

Till  ruin'd  by  a  fad  difafter. 

That  fhe  a,  favourite  tap-dog  had. 

Which  (as'lhe  ftroak'd  and  kifs'd)  grew  mad; 

And  on  her  lip  a  wound  indenting, 
Firft  fet  her  youthful  blood  fermenting. 

The  Priefl  reply 'd,  with  zealous  fury, 
*'  You  fhould  have  fought  the  means  to  cure  ye. 
«*  Doftors  by  various  ways,  we  find, 
*♦  Treat  thefe  dillempers  of  the  mind. 

**  Let  gaudy  ribbands  be  deny'd 
••  To  her  who  raves  with  fcornful  pride ; 
*•   And,  if  religion  crack  her  notions, 
"  Lock-up.  her  volumes  of  devotions  ; 
♦'  But,  if  for  man  her  rage  prevail, 
«'  Bar  her  the  fight  of  creatuj-es  male. 
"  Or  elfe,  to  cure  fuch  venom'd  bitts, 
**  And  fet  the  fhatter'd  thoughts  arights  ; 
"  They  fend  you  to  the  ocean's  ihore, 
*'   And  plunge  the  patient  o'er  and  o'er.'* 

The  dame  reply'd,  "  Alas  !  in  vain 
•'  Mjy  kindred  forc'd  me  to  the  main  ; 
"   Naked,  and  in  the  face  of  day  : 
*♦  Look  not,  ye  fifnermen,  tliis  way  ! 

*♦  What 
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♦  What  virgin  had  not  done  as  I  did  ? 
'  My  modeft  hand,  by  nature  guided, 

*  Debarr'd  at  once  from  human  eyes 

'  The  feat  where  female  honour  lies  ; 

'  And,  though  thrice  dipt  from  top  to  toe, 

'  I  ftill  fecur'd  the  poft  below, 

'  And  guarded  it  with  grafp  fo  faft 

*  Not  one  drop  through,  my  fi-rigers  palh 
'  Thus  owe  I  to  my  bafhful  care, 

♦  That  all  the  rage  is  fettled  there." 
Weigh,  well  the  projects  of  mankind  ; 

Then  tell  me.  Reader,  canft  thou  find 
The  man  from  madnefs  wholly  free  r 
They  all  are  mad  —  fave  you  and  me. 
Do  not  the  ftatefman,  fop,  and  wit. 
By  daily  follies  prove  they  're  bit  ? 
And,  when  the  briny  cure  they  try'd. 
Some  part  Hill  kept  above  the  tide  ? 

Some  men  (when  drench'd  beneath  the  wave) 
High  o'er  their  heads  their  fingers  fave  ; 
Thofe  hands  by  mean  extortion  thrive. 
Or  in  the  pocket  lightly  dive  : 
Or,  more  e.xpert  in  pilfering  >"ice. 
They  burn  and  itch  to  cog  the  dice. 

Plunge-in  a  courtier  ;   ftrait  his  fears 
Direft  his  hands  to  ftop  ids  ears. 
And  novv  truth  feems  a  grating  noife. 
He  loves  the  flanderer's  whifpering  voice  ; 

C  4  He 
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He  hangs  on  flattery  with  delight, 
And  thinks  all  fulfome  praifc  is  right. 
All  women  dread  a  watery  death  : 
They  ihut  their  lips,  to  hold  their  breath  ; 
An^,- though  you  duck  them  ne'er  fo  long. 
Not  one  fait  drop  e'er  wets  their  tongue  : 
'Tis  hence  tliey  icandal  have  at  will. 
And  that  this  member  ne'er  lies  ftilL 
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Q,UIDNUNKI'S^ 
TALE. 

O  C  C  A  S  I  O  N  E  n. 

By  the  Death  of  the  Duke  Regent  of  France; 

T  T  O  W  vain  are  mortal  man's  endeavours? 

(faid,  at  dame  Elliot's  *,  mailer  Travers) 
Good  Orleans  dead  !  in  truth  'tis  hard  : 
Oh,  may  all  llatefmen  die  prepar'd  1 
I  dp  forefee  (and  for  fore-feeing  ^ 

He  equals  any  man  in  being) 
The  army  ne'er  can  be  difoanded. 
—  I  wifh  the  King  were  fafely  landed. 
Ah,  friends !  great  changes  threat  the  land ; 
All  France  and  England  at  a  ftand  !  lo 

There  's  Meroweis  ---  mark  !   ftrange  work  ! 
And  there  's  the  Czar,  and  there  's  the  Turk ; 
The  Pope  ---  An  India  merchant  by. 
Cut  fhort  the  fpeech  with  this  reply : 

' '  JII  at  a  ftand  :  You  fee  great  changes  r     1 5 
"  Ah,  Sir!  you  never  faw  the  Ganges. 
•'  There  dwell  the  nations  of  Quidnunki's 
"   (So  Monomotapa  calls  monkies)  : 

"  On 

*  A  coffee-houfe  near  St-  JamesV  -       •     ' 
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*'  On  their  bank,  from  bough  to  bough, 
*'  They  meet  and  chat  (as  we  may  now).  20 

*'  Whifpers  go  round,  they  grin,  they  fhrug, 
"  They  bow,  they  fnarl,  they  fcratch,  they  hug  j 
*'   And,  juil  as  chance  or  wlurn  provoke  them, 
"  They  either  bite  their  friends,  or  ftroke  them. 

'♦  There  have  I  feen  fome  aftive  prig,  25; 

*'  To  fhew  his  parts,  beftride  a  twig  : 
*'  Lord  !  how  the  chattering  tribe  admire,. 
«'  Not  that  he  's.  wifer,  but  he:  's  higher: 
**  All  long  to  try  the  venturous  thing 
*'   (For  power  is  but  to  have  one's  fwing)  ;        30 
•'  From  fide  to  fide  he  fprings,  he  fpurns, 
*'   And  bangs  his  foes  and  friends  by  turns. 
"  Thus,  as  in  giddy  freaks  he  bounces, 
*'  Crack  goes  the  twig,  and  in  he  flounces  ! 
*'  Down  the  fwift  ftrcam  the  wretch  is  borne  ;  35 
*'  Never,  ah  never,  to  return  ! 

*'  Zounds !  what  a  fall  had  our  dear  brotlier  f 
*'  Morbleu !  cries  one  ;  and  Damme  !   t'other. 
*'  The  nations  give  a  general  fcreech ; 
"  None  cocks  his  tail,  none  claws  his  breech  j    40' 
•'  Each  trembles  for  the  public  v^eal, 
*•  And  for  a  while  forgets  to  Ileal. 

*'   A  while,  all  eyes,  intent  and  fteddy, 
*'  Purfue  him,  whirling  down  the  eddy. 
*'  But,  out  of  mind  when  out  of  view,  45 

"  Some  other  mounts  the  twig  anew  ; 
**  And  bufinefs,  on  each  monkey-fliore, 
*'  Runs  the  fame  track  it  went  before." 

FABLES. 
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FABLES. 

IN    TWO    PARTS. 

"  Shall  not  my  Fables  cenfure  vice, 

"  Becaufe  a  knave  is  over-nice  r  — 

'•  If  I  la{h  vice  in  general  fiftion» 

*'  Is  't  I  apply,  or  felf-convidlion  ? 

♦'  Brutes  are  ray  theme.     Am  I  to  blame, 

•'  If  men  in  morals  are  the  fame  ? 

"  I  no,  man  call  or  ape  or  afc  ; 

♦•   'Tis  his  own  confcience  holds  the  glafs* 

"  Thus  void  of  all  offence  1  write  : 

•*  Who  claims  the  Fable,  knows  his  right." 

PROL.    TO   SHEP.  WtEK. 


INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  FABLES. 
PART     THE     FIRST. 

THE  SHEPHERD  AND  THE  PHILOSOPHER. 

"p  EMOTE  from  cities  liv'd  a  Swairt, 
Unvex'd  with  all  the  cares  of  gain  ; 
His  head  was  filver'd  o'er  with  age. 
And  long  experience  made  him  fage  j 
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In  fummer's  heat,  and  winter's  cold,  5 

He  fed  his  fiock,  and  penn'd  the  fold  ;       ■  j 

His' Hours  in  cheerful  labour  flew. 

Nor  envy  nor  ambition  knew  ; 

His  wifdom  and  his  honell  fame 

Through  all  the  country  rais'd  his  name  lO 

A  deep  Philofopher  (whofe  rules  "' 

Of  moral  life  were  drawn  from  fchools) 
The  Shepherd's  homely  cottage  fought, 
And  thus  explor'd  his  reach  of  thought. 

Wiience  is  thy  learning  ?  hath  thy  toil  15 

O'er  books  confum'd  the  midnight  oil  ? 
Haft  thou  old  Greece  and  Rome  furvey'd. 
And  the  vail  fenfe  of  Plato  weigh'd  ? 
Hath  Socrates  thy  foul  refin'd, 
And  hail  thou  fathom'd  T-ully's  mind  ?  20 

-Or,  like  the  wife  UlyO'es,  thrown, 
Bv  various  fates,  on  realms  unknown. 
Haft  thou  through  many  cities  ftray'd. 
Their  cuftoms,  laws,  and  manners,  weigh'd  r 

The  fhepherd  modeftly  reply'd,  25 

'I  ne'er  the  paths  of  learning  try'd  ; 
Nor  have  I  roam.'d  in  foreign  parts. 
To  read  mankind,   their  laws  and  arts  ; 
For  man  is  praclis'd  in  difguife. 
He  cheats  the  moft  difcerning  eyes  :  30 

Who  by  tliat  fearch  fhall  wifer  grow,  :  ••' 

When  we  ourfelves  can  never  know  ?  '^ 

The  little  knowledge  I  have  gain'd. 
Was  all  from  fimpie  Nature  diam'd  ; 
r  ■  Hence 
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_  Jlence  my  life's  maxims  took  their  rife,  35 

Hence  grew  my  fettled  hate  to  vice. 
The  daily  labours  of  the  bee 

Awake  my  fcuLto  indultry  : 

Who  can  obferv^e  the  careful  ant, 
,And  not  provide  for  future  want?  40 

lily  dog  ^(.the  truftieil  of  his  kind) 

V/ith  gratitude  inflames  my  mind  : 

I  mark  hb  true,  his  faithful  way. 

And  in  my  fervice  copy  Tray. 
,  Ifi  conftancy  and  nuptial  love,  45 

'  f  learn  my  duty  from  the  dove. 

l"he  hen,  who  from  the  chilly  air. 

With  pious  wing,  protects  her  care. 

And  every  fowl  that  flies  at  large;, 

Jjiilrufts  me  in  a  parent'^  charge.  50 

From  Nature,  too,  I  take  my  rule. 

To  fliun  contempt  and  ridicule. 

1  never,  with  important  air. 

In  converfation  overbear. 

Can  grave  and  formal  pafs  for  wife,  55 

Vv'hcn  men  the  folemn  owl  defpife  ? 

I\'ly  tongue  within  my  lips  1  rein ; 

l-'or  who  talks  much  muit  talk  in  vain. 

We  from  the  wordy  torrent  fly  : 

Who  liflens  to  the  chattering  pye  ?  60 

Nor  would  I,  with  felonious  flight. 

By  ftealth  invade  my  neighbour's  right. 

Rnoacious  animals  we  hate  : 

Kites,  hawks,  and  wolves,  delerve  their  fate. 

Do 
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Po  not  we  juft  abhorrence  find  65 

Againfl:  the  toad  and  ferpent-kind  ? 

■But  Envy,  Calumny,  and  Spite, 

Bear  ilronger  venom  in  their  bite. 

Thus  every  objeft  of  creation 
"Can  furniili  hints  to  contemplation  ;  79 

And,  from  the  moft  minute  and  mean, 

A  virtuous  mind  can  morals  glean. 
Thy  fame  is  juft,  the  Sage  replies  ; 

Thy  virtue  proves  thee  truly  wife. 

Pride  often  guides  the  author's  pen  ;  75 

Books  as  afFefted  are  as  men  : 

But  he  who  ftudies  Nature's  laws. 

From  certain  truth  his  maxims  draws  ; 

And  thofe,  without  our  fchools,  fuffice 
•  To  make  men  moral,  good,  and  wife.  83 
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TO     HIS     HIGHNESS. 

WILLIAM  DUKE  OF  CUMBERLAND. 
FABLE       I. 

THE   LION, THE   TYGER.AND   THE  TRAVELLER., 


A' 


C  C  E  P  T,  young  Prince  !  the  moral  lay. 
And  in  thefe  Tales  mankind  furvey  ; 
With  early  virtues  plant  your  breaft. 
The  fpecious  arts  of  vice  detell. 

Princes,  like  beauties,  from  their  youth        5 
Are  ftrangers  to  the  voice  of  Truth. 
Learn  to  contemn  all  praife  betimes. 
For  flattery  's  the  nurfe  of  crimes : 
Friendlhip  by  fweet  reproof  is  (howa 
{A  virtue  never  near  a  throne)  :  lO 

In  courts  fuch  freedom  muft  offend  ; 
There  none  prefumes  to  be  a  friend. 
To  thofe  of  your  exalted  ftation. 
Each  courtier  is  a  dedication. 
MulH,  too,  flatter  like  the  reft,  15 

And  turn  ray  morals  to  a  jell  ? 
The  Mufe  difdains  to  fteal  from  thofe 
Who  thrive  in  courts  by  fulibme  profe. 

But  fliall  I  hide  your  real  praife. 
Or  tell  you  what  a  nation  fays  ?  20 

They  in  your  infant  bofom  trace 
The  virtues  of  your  royal  race  ; 

In 
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In  the  fair  dawning  of  your  mind, 

Difcern  you  generous,  mild,  and  kind  : 

They  fee  you  grieve  to  hear  diftrefs,  25 

.  -And  pant  already  to  redrefs. 

Go  on,  the  height  of  good  attain. 

Nor  let  a  nation  hoipe  in  vain  : 
^  j-For  hence  we  juflly  may  prefage  . 

The  virtues  of  a  riper  age.  3» 

True  courage  fliall  your  bofom  fire. 

And  future  aftions  own  your  fire. 

Cowards  are  cruel ;  but  the  brave 
.Love  mercy,  and  delight  to  fave. 

A  Tyger,  roaming  for  his  prey,  35 

Sprung  on  a  Traveller  in  the  way  ; 

The  proilrate  game  a  Lion  fpies. 

And  on  the  greedy  tyrant  flies  : 

With  mingled  roar  refounds  the  wood. 

Their  teeth,  their  claws,  dilHl  with  blood;     40 

Till,  vanquiili'd  by  the  Lion'^s  ftrength. 

The  fpotted  Foe  extends  his  length. 

The  Man  befought  the  fhaggy  Lord, 
.Arid  on  his  knees  for  lite  implor'd. 
'His  life  the  generous  hero  gave.  45 

Together  walking  to  his  cave. 

The  Lion  thus  befpoke  his  gueft : 

**  What  hardy  beaft  Iball  dare  conteft 

*'  My  matchlefs  ftrength?     You  faw  the  fight, 

"   And  mu'l  atteft  my  power  and  right.  50 

"   Forc'd  to  forego  their  native  home, 
*'  My  ilarving  i\a.\c5  at  dillance  roam. 

"  Wiihiii 
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"  Within  thefe  woods  I  reign  alone ; 
*'  The  boundlefs  forefl  is  my  own. 
*'  Bears,  wolves,  and  all  the  favage  brood,     55 
"  Have  dy'd  the  regal  den  with  blood. 
"  Thefe  carcaffes  on  either  hand, 
*'  Thofe  bones  that  whiten  all  the  land, 
•'  My  former  deeds  and  triumphs  tell, 
"  Beneath  thefe  jaws  what  numbers  fell."         60 

'♦  True,"  fays  the  Man,  "  the  ftrength  I  faw 
*'  Might  well  the  brutal  nation  awe ; 
"  But  ihali  a  monarch,  brave,  like  you, 
*'  Place  glory  in  fo  falfe  a  view? 
**  Robbers  invade  their  neighbour's  right.         65 
"  Be  lov'xl;  let  juftice  bound  your  might. 
*'  Mean  are  ambitious  heroes'  boafls 
•'  Of  wafted  lands  and  flaughter'd  hofts. 
"   Pirates  their  power  by  murders  gain ; 
**  Wife  kings  by  love  and  mercy  reign.  -o 

*'  To  me  your  clemency  hath  fliown 
**  The  virtue  worthy  of  a  throne. 
**  Heaven  gives  you  power  above  the  reft, 
"  Like  Heaven,  to  fuccour  the  diftreft." 

"  The  cafe  is  plain,"  the  monarch  faid;       7; 
"  F:dfe  glory  hath  my  youth  mifled ; 
*'  For  beafts  of  prey,  a  fer vile  train, 
"  Have  been  the  flatterers  of  my  reign. 
*'  You  reafon  well.     Yet  tell  me,  friend, 
"  Did  ever  you  in  courts  attend?  80 

"  For  all  my  fawning  rogues  agree, 
>'  That  human  heroes  rule  li';e  me." 

Vo  L .  XXXVII .         D  FABLE 
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FABLE    II. 

THE    SPANIEL     AND    THE     CAMELEON. 

A    SPANIEL,  bred  with  all  the  care 
"^^    That  waits  upon  a  favourite  heir. 
Ne'er  felt  Correftion's  rigid  hand  ; 
Indulg'd  to  difobey  command. 
In  pampcr'd  eale  his  hours  were  fpent:  5 

He  never  knew  what  learning  meant. 
Such  forward  airs,  fo  pert,  fo  fmart. 
Were  fure  to  win  his  lady's  heart ; 
Each  little  mifchicf  gaia'd  him  praife  ; 
How  pretty  were  his  fawning  ways  !  lo 

The  wind  was  fouth,  the  morning  fair. 
He  ventures  forth  to  take  the  air : 
He  ranges  all  the  meadow  round, 
And  rolls  upon  the  foftcft  ground  ; 
When  nedr  him  a  Cameleon  feen,  15 

Was  fcarce  dillinguifli'd  from  the  green. 

"  Dear  emblem  of  tlie  flattering  hoft, 
"  What,  live  with  clowns  !  a  genius  loil ! 
"  To  cities  and  the  court  repair  ; 
"  A  fortune  cannot  fail  thee  there  :  20 

"  Preferments  fhall  thy  talents  crown; 
*'  Believe  me.  Friend  ;  I  knov/  the  Town.** 

"  Sir,"  fays  the  Sycophant,   **  like  you, 
♦'  Of  old,  politer  life  1  knew: 

*'  Like 
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*'  Like  you,  a  courtier  born  and  bred,  a  j 

'*  Kings  lean'd  their  ear  to  what  I  faid. 
*'  My  whifper  always  met  Tuccefs ; 
*'  The  ladies  prais'd  me  for  addref?. 
**  I  knew  to  hit  each  courtier's  pafiion, 
**  And  flatter'd  every  vice  in  falhion.  3« 

*'  But  Jove,  who  hates  the  liar's  ways, 
"  At  once  cut  fhort  my  profperous  days, 
"  And,  fentenc'd  to  retain  my  nature, 
*'  Transform'd  me  to  this  crawling  creature. 
*'  Doom'd  to  a  life  obfcure  and  mean,  35 

*'  I  wander  in  the  fylvan  fcene  : 
*'  For  Jove  the  heart  alone  regards; 
*'  He  punifhes  what  man  rewards. 
*^  How  different  is  thy  cafe  and  mine  ! 
**  With  men  at  leaft  you  fup  and  dine  ;  4.0 

**  While  I,  condemn'd  to  thinneft  fare, 
*'  Like  thofe  I  flatter'd,  feed  on  air.** 


FABLE     in. 
Yhe  mother,  the  nurse,  and  the  fairy. 

/^  I V  E  me  a  fon.     The  bleffing  fent, 
^^   Were  ever  parents  more  content  ? 
How  partial  are  their  doting  eyes  ! 
No  child  is  half  fo  fair  and  wife. 

Wak'd  to  the  morning's  pleafmg  care,  5 

The  mother  rofe,  and  fought  her  heir. 

E>  2  She 
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She  faw  the  Nurfe  like  one  pofleft. 
With  wringing  hands  and  fobbing  breall. 

"  Sure  fome  difaftcr  has  befell ! 
*'  Speak,  Nurfe;  I  hope  the  boy  is  well."       lO 

"  Dear  Madam,  think  not  me  to  blame; 
Invifibly  the  Fairy  came  : 
Your  precious  babe  is  hence  convey'J, 
And  in  the  place  a.  changeling  laid. 
Where  are  the/ather's  mouth  and  nofe  ?  15 

The  mother's  eyes,  as  black  as  floes  ? 
See,  here,  a  fliocking  aukward  creature. 
That  fpcaks  a  fool  in  every  feature  1" 

"  The  woman  's  blind,  the  mother  cries; 
I  fee  wit  fparkle  in  his  eyes."  20 

•'*  Lord  !   Madam,  what  a  fquimiug  leer  I 
No  doubt  the  Fairy  hr;th  been  here." 

Juil:  as  (lie  fpoke,  a  pigmy  fprite 
Peps  through  the  key-hole  fwift  a.s  light ; 
Perch'd  on  the  cradle's  top  he  {lands,  25 

And  thus  her  folly  reprimands. 

"  Whence  fprung  the  vain  conceited  lye. 
That  we  the  world  with  fools  fupply  ? 
What !   give  our  fprightly  race  away 
For  the  dull  helplefs  fons  of  clay  !  y^- 

Befides,  by  partial  fondnefs  fliov/n. 
Like  you,  we  doat  upon  our  own. 
Where  yet  was  ever  found  a  Mother 
Who'd  give  her  booby  for  another  ? 
And,   Qiould  we  change  with  human  breed,       35 
Well  might  we  pafs  for  fools  indeed." 

FABLE 
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FABLE      IV. 

THE    EAGLE   AND    THE    ASSEMBLY   OF    ANIMALS, 

A  S  Jupiter's  all-feeing  eye 

Survey'd  the  worlds  beneath  the  fky. 
From  this  fmall  {peck  of  earth  were  Tent 
Murmurs  and  founds  of  difcontent ; 
For  every  thing  alive  compiain'd,  5 

That  he  the  hardeft  life  fullain'd. 

Jove  calls  his  Eagle.     At  the  word. 
Before  him  fiands  the  royal  bird. 
The  bird,   obedient,  from  Heaven's  height. 
Downward  direfts  his  rapid  flight;  10 

Then  cited  every  living  thing,. 
To  hear  the  mandates  of  his  king. 

"  Ungrateful  creatures !   whence  arife 
Thefe  murmurs  which  offend  the  fkies  ? 
Why  this  diforder  ?  fay  the  caufe  ;  i- 

For  julc  are  Jove's  eternal  laws. 
Let  each  his  difcontent  reveal  j 
To  yon'  four  Dog  I  firft  appeal."' 

"  Hard  is  my  lot,  the  Hound  replies  ; 
On  v.'hat  fleet  nerves  the  Greyhound  flies  !        20 
While  I,  vv'ith  weary  ftep  and  flow. 
O'er  plains,  and  vales,  and  mountains,  go. 
The  morning  fees  my  chace  begun. 
Nor  ends  it  till  the  feiting  fun." 

D  3  "  When. 
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"  When  (fays  the  Greyhound)  I  purfue,       25 
My  game  is  loft,  or  caught  in  view ; 
Beyond  my  fight  the  prey  's  fecure  ; 
The  Hound  is  flow,  but  always  fare  ; 
And,  had  I  his  fagacious  fcent, 
Jove  ne'er  had  heard  my  difcoatent."  30 

The  Lion  crav'd  the  Fox's  art; 
The  Fox  the  Lion's  force  and  heart  : 
The  Cock  implor'd  the  Pigeon's  flight, 
Whofe  wings  were  rapid,   ftrong,   and  light: 
The  Pigeon  ftrength  of  wing  defpis'd,  3J 

And  the  Cock's  matchlefs  valour  priz'd. 
The  tiihes  wifli'd  to  graze  the  plain  ; 
The  Beafts,  to  fkim  beneath  the  main. 
Thus,  envious  of  another's  ftate. 
Each  blam'd  the  partial  hand  of  Fate.  40 

The  Bird  of  Heaven  then  cry'd  aloud  r 
"  Jove  bids  difperfe  the  murmuring  crowd  ; 
The  God  rejefts  your  idle  prayers.^ 
Would  yc,  rebellious  Mutineers ! 
Entirely  change  your  name  and  nature,  4^ 

And  be  the  very  envy'd  creature  ? 
What !  filent  all,  and  none  confent  ? 
Be  happy,  then,  and  learn  content ; 
Nor  imitate  the  reftlefs  mind. 
And  proud  ambition,  of  mankind."  50 
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FABLE      V. 

THE    WILD     BOAR     A  N*  D     THE     RAM. 

AGAINST  an  elm  a  Tneep  was  ty'd, 
-^  The  butcher's  knife  in  blood  was  dy'd ; 
The  patient  flock,  in  filent  fright. 
From  far  beheld  the  horrid  fight. 
A  favage  Boar,   who  near  them  flood,  y 

Thus  mock'd  to  fcorn  the  fleecy  brood. 

"  All  cowards  Ihould  be  ferv'd  like  you. 
See,  fee,  your  murderer  is  in  view  : 
With  purple  hands,   and  reeking  knife. 
He  ftrips  the  fkin  yet  warm  with  life.  lo 

Your  quarter'd  fires,  your  bleeding  dams. 
The  dying  bleat  of  harmlefs  lambs. 
Call  for  revenge.     O  ftupid  Race  ! 
The  heart  that  wants  revenge  is  bafe." 

"  I  grant,  an  ancient  Ram  replies,  .  15 

We  bear  no  terror  in  our  eyes ; 
Yet  think  us  not  of  foul  fo  tame. 
Which  no  repeated  wrongs  inflame  ; 
Infenfible  of  every  ill, 

Becaufe  we  want  thy  tufks  to  kill.  20 

Know,  thofe,  who  violence  purfae. 
Give  to  themfelves  the  vengeance  due ; 
For  in  thefe  maffacres  they  find 
The  t\\o  chief  plagues  that  wafte  mankind. 

D  4  0':x 
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Our  ficin  fupplies  the  wrangling  bar,  25 

It  wakes  their  flumbering  fons  to  war ; 
And  well  revenge  may  reft  contented. 
Since  drums  and  parchment  were  invented-" 

FABLE      VI. 

THE     MISER     AND     PLUTUS. 

'T'  H  E  wiiid  was  high,  the  window  fliakes,. 

With  fudden  ftart  the  Mifcr  wakes ; 
Along  the  filent  room  he  ftalks. 
Looks  back,  and  trembles  as  he  walks. 
Each  lock  and  every  bolt  he  tries,  5 

In  every  creek  and  corner  pries; 
'I'hen  opes  the  chefl:  with  treafure  ftor'd. 
And  llands  in  rapture  o'er  his  hoard. 
But  now,  with  fudden  qualms  poflell, 
He  wrings  his  hands,  he  beats  his  breail ;  10 

By  confcience  Hung,  he  wildly  Hares, 
And  thus  his  guilty  foul  declares : 

"  Had  the  deep  earth  her  ftorcs  confin'd. 
This  heart  had  known  fweet  peace  of  mind. 
But  virtue's  fold.     Good  Gods!   what  price      15 
Can  recompenfe  the  pangs  of  vice  1 
O  bane  of  good  !  feducing  cheat ! 
Can  man,  weak  man,  thy  power  defeat  ? 
Gold  banifh'd  honour  from  the  mind. 
And  only  left  the  name  behind  ;  20 

(iold  fow'd  the  world  with  every  ill  ; 
Gold  taught  the  murderer's  fword  to  kill : 

'Xwas 


FABLES.     Part  I.  41 

'Twas  gold  inftruiEled  coward-hearts 
In  treachery's  more  pernicious  arts. 
Who  can  recount  the  mif chiefs  o'er?  25 

Virtue  refides  on  earth  no  more!" 
He  fpoke,  and  figh'd.     In  angry  mood 
Plutus,  his  god,  before  him  flood. 
The  Mifer,  trembling,  lock'd  his  chell  ; 
The  Vifion  frown'd,  and  thus  addrefs'd  :  30 

*'  Whence  is  this  vile  ungrateful  rant. 
Each  fordid  rafcal's  daily  cant  ? 
Did  I,  bafe  v/retch  !  corrupt  mankind  ? 
The  fault 's  in  thy  rapacious  mind. 
Becaufe  my  blefiings  are  abus'd,  35 

Mull  I  be  cenfur'd,  curs'd,  accus'd  ? 
Ev'n  Virtue's  felf  by  knaves  is  made 
A  cloak  to  carry  on  the  trade  ; 
And  Power  (when  lodg'd  in  their  pofleflion) 
Grows  tyranny,  and  rank  oppreffion.  40 

Thus,  when  the  villain  crams  his  chell. 
Gold  is  the  canker  of  the  breail  ; 
'Tis  avarice,  infolence,  and  pride. 
And  every  fhocking  vice  beiide : 
But,  when  to  virtuous  hands  'tis  given,  45^ 

It  blefles,  like  the  dews  of  Heaven  : 
Like  Heaven,  it  hears  the  orphan's  cries. 
And  wipes  the  tears  from  widows'  eyes. 
Their  crimes  o^  geld  fliall  Mifers  lay. 
Who  pawn'd  their  fordid  fouls  for  pay  }  50 

Let  bravoes,  then,  v/hen  blood  is  fpilt. 
Upbraid  the  paflive  foul  with  guilt." 

FAELE 
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FABLE      VII. 

THE    LION,    THE    FOX,    AND   THE    GEESE. 

LION,  tir'd  with  ftate-afFairs, 
Quite  fick  of  pomp,  and  worn  with  cares^ 
Refolv'd  (remote  from  noife  and  ftrife) 
In  peace  to  pafs  his  latter  life. 

It  was  proclaim'd  ;  the  day  was  fet  ;  5 

Behold  the  general  council  met. 
The  Fox  was  viceroy  nam'd.     The  crowd 
To  the  new  regent  humbly  bow'd. 
Wolves,  bears,  and  mighty  tigers,  bend. 

And  ftrive  who  moft  fhall  condefcend.  lO 

He  ftraight  aflumes  a  folemn  grace, 

Colledls  his  wifdom  in  his  fice. 

The  crowd  admire  his  wit,  his  fenfe  ; 

Each  word  hath  weight  and  confequence. 

The  flatterer  all  his  art  difplays:  15 

He  who  hath  power  is  fare  of  praife. 

A  Fox  ftept  forth  before  the  reil. 

And  thus  the  fervile  throng  addreft : 
"  How  vail  his  talents,  born  to  rule. 

And  train'd  in  Virtue's  honeft  fchool  !  20 

What  Clemency  his  temper  fways  ! 

How  uncorrupt  are  all  his  ways  1 

Beneath  his  conduft  and  command. 

Rapine  fhall  ceafe  to  vvafte  the  land. 

His  brain  hath  ftratagem  and  art ;  15 

Prudence  and  mercy  rule  his  heart. 

What 


FABLES.    Part  L  43 

What  blefllngs  mull  attend  the  nation 
Under  this  good  adminillration  ! " 

He  faid.     A  Goofe,  who  diftant  flood, 
Harangu'd  apart  the  cackling  brood  :  30 

"  Whene'er  I  hear  a  knave  commend. 
He  bids  me  fhun  his  worthy  friend. 
What  praile  !  what  mighty  commendation  ! 
But  'twas  a  Fox  who  fpoke  th'  oration. 
Foxes  this  government  may  prize,  3  j 

As  gentle,  plentiful,  and  wife  ; 
If  they  enjoy  the  fweets,  'tis  plain 
We  Geefe  muft  feel  a  tyrant-reign. 
What  havock  now  fhall  thin  our  race. 
When  every  petty  clerk  in  place,  40 

To  prove  his  taile,  and  feem  polite. 
Will  feed  on  Geefe  both  noon  and  night  !'* 

FABLE      VIII. 

THE     LADY     AND     THE    WASP. 

'XXT'HAT  whifpers  muft  the  Beauty  bear  ^ 
What  hourly  nonfenfe  haunts  her  ear ! 
Where'er  her  eyes  difpenfe  their  charms. 
Impertinence  around  her  fwarms. 
Did  not  the  tender  nonfenfe  ftrike,  5 

Contempt  and  fcorn  might  look  diflike  j 
Forbidding  airs  might  thin  the  place. 
The  flighteft  flap  a  fly  can  chace  : 
But  who  can  drive  t|\e  numerous  breed? 
Chace  one,  anctlier  will  fucceed.  10 

Who 


44  GAY'SPOEMS. 

Who  knows  a  fool,  muft  know  his  brother  ; 
One  fop  will  recommend  another  : 
And  with  this  plague  fhe  ^s  rightly  curft, 
Becaufc  flie  liften'd  to  the  firft. 

As  Doris,  at  her  toilette's  duty,  15 

Sat  meditating  on  her  beauty. 
She  now  was  penfive  now  was  gay. 
And  loll'd  the  fultry  hours  away. 

As  thus  ^n  indolence  ftie  lies, 
A  giddy  Wafp  around  her  flies.  20 

He  now  advances,  now  retires. 
Now  to  her  neck  and  cheek  afpires. 
Her  fan  in  vain  defends  her  charms ; 
Swift  he  returns,  again  alarms ; 
For  by  repulfe  he  bolder  grew,  25 

Perch'd  on  her  lip,  and  fipt  the  dew. 

She  frowns ;  flie  frets.  "  Good  Gods !  fhe  cries, 
Proteifl  me  from  thefe  teazing  flies  ! 
Of  all  the  plagues  that  Heaven  hath  fent, 
A  Wafp  is  mofl  impertinent."  30 

The  hovering  infeft  thus  complain'd  ; 
"  Am  I  then  flighted,  fcorn'd,    difdain'd  ? 
Can  fuch  offence  your  anger  wake  ? 
'Twas  beauty  caus'd  the  bold  miiLike. 
Thofe  cherry  lips  that  breathe  perfume,  35 

That  cheek  fo  ripe  with  youthful  bloom. 
Made  me  with  ftrong  defire  purfue 
The  fairefl  peach  that  ever  grew." 

"  Strike  him  not,  Jenny,  Doris  cries. 
Nor  murder  Wafps  like  vulgar  flies ;  40 

For 
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For  though  he's  free  (to  do  him  right). 
The  creature  's  civil  and  polite." 

In  ecftafies  away  he  polls ; 
Where'er  he  came,   the  favour  boafts  ; 
Brags  how  her  fweeteft  tea  he  fips,  45 

And  fhows  the  fugar  on  his  lips. 

The  hint  alarm'd  the  forward  crew  ; 
Sure  of  fuccefs,  away  they  flew  : 
They  ihare  the  dainties  of  tJie  day. 
Round  her  with  airy  mufic  play  :  50 

And  now  they  flutter,  now  they  reft. 
Now  foar  again,  and  fkim  her  breaft. 
Nor  were  they  banifn'd,  till  fhe  found 
That  Wafps  have  ftings,  and  felt  the  wound. 

FABLE      IX. 

THE     BULL     AND     THE     MASTIFF. 

QEEK  you  to  train  your  favourite  boy? 

Each  caution,  every  care  employ  ; 
And,  ere  you  venture  to  confide. 
Let  his  preceptor's  heart  be  try'd  : 
Weigh  well  his  manners,  life,  and  fcope  ;  5 

On  thefe  depends  thy  future  hope. 

As  on  a  time,  in  peaceful  reign, 
A  Bull  enjoy'd  the  flowery  plain, 
A  MaliifF  pafs'd  ;  inflam'd  with  ire. 
His  eye-balls  fliot  indignant  fire.  lO 

He  foam'd,  he  rag'd  with  thirll  of  blood. 

Spurning  the  ground,  the  monarch  flood. 

And 
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And  roar*d  aloud:  "  Sufpfend  the  fight; 

In  a  whole  flcin  go  fleep  to-night : 

Or  tell  me,  ere  the  battle  rage,  15 

What  wrongs  provoke  thee  to  engage  ? 

Is  it  ambition  fires  thy  breaft. 

Or  avarice,  that  ne'er  can  reft  ? 

From  thefe  alone  unjuftly  fprings 

The  world-deftroying  wrath  of  kings.'*  20 

The  furly  MaftifFthus  returns: 

**  Within  my  bofom  glory  burns. 
Like  heroes  of  eternal  name. 

Whom  poets  fing,  I  fight  for  fame. 

The  butchet's  fpirit-ftirring  mind  25 

To  daily  war  my  youth  inclin'd  ; 

He  train'd  me  to  heroic  deed. 

Taught  me  to  conquer,  or  to  bleed." 

"  Curs'd  Dog,  the  Bull  reply'd,  no  more 
I  wonder  at  thy  thirft  of  gore  ;  30 

For  thou  (beneath  a  butcher  train'd, 
Whofe  hands  with  cruelty  are  ftain'd. 
His  daily  murders  in  thy  view) 
Muft,  like  thy  tutor,    blood  purfue. 
Take,  then,  thy  fate."  With  goring  wound  .35 
At  once  he  lifts  him  from  the  ground  : 
Aloft  the  fprawling  hero  flies. 
Mangled  he  falls,  he  howls,  and  dies. 
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FABLE      X. 

THE    ELEPHANT    AND    THE    BOOKSELLER. 

'  I  ^ HE  man  who  with  undaunted  toils 

Sails  unknov/n  feas  to  unknown  foils» 
With  various  wonders  feafts  his  fight : 
What  ftranger  wonders  does  he  write  ! 
We  read,  and  in  defcription  view  5 

Creatures  which  Adana  never  knew  ; 
For,  when  we  rifle  no  contradidlion. 
It  prompts  the  tongue  to  deal  in  fidlion. 
Thofe  things  that  ftartle  me  or  you 
I  grant  are  ftrange ;  yet  may  be  true.  lo 

Who  doubts  that  Elephants  are  found 
For  fcience  and  for  fenfe  renown'd  ? 
Borri  records  their  ftrength  of  parts. 
Extent  of  thought,  and  fkill  in  arts ; 
How  they  perform  the  law's  decrees,  15 

And  fave  the  ftate  the  hangman's  fees ; 
And  how  by  travel  underftand 
The  language  of  another  land. 
Let  thofe,  who  queJlion  this  report. 
To  Pliny's  ancient  page  refort.  20 

How  learn'd  was  that  fagacious  breed  ! 
Who  now  (like  them)  the  Greek  can  read? 

As  one  of  thefe,  in  days  of  yore, 
Rummag'd  a  (hop  of  learning  o'er. 
Not  like  our  modern  dealers,  minding  25 

Only  the  margin'5  breadth  and  binding, 

A  book 
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A  book  his  curious  eye  detains. 

Where,  with  exafteft  care  and  pains. 

Were  every  beaft  and  bird  pourtray'd. 

That  e'er  the  fearch  of  man  furvey'd ;  30 

Their  natures  and  their  powers  were  writ 

With  all  the  pride  of  human  wit : 

The  page  he  with  attention  fpread. 

And  thus  remark'd  on  what  he  read  : 

"  Man  with  ftrong  reafon  is  endow'd;  3^ 

A  beall  fcarce  inltinft  is  allow'd : 
But,  let  this  author's  worth  be  try'd, 
'Tis  plain  that  neither  was  his  guide. 
Can  he  difcern  the  different  natures. 
And  weigh  the  power  of  other  creatures,  40 

Who  by  the  partial  work  hath  fliewn 
He  knows  fo  little  of  his  own  ? 
How  falfely  is  the  Spaniel  drawn  ! 
•Did  man  from  him  firll  learn  to  fawn  ? 
A  Dog  proficient  in  the  trade  !  45 

He  the  chief  flatterer  Nature  made  ! 
Go,  Man!  the  ways  of  courts  difcern. 
You  '11  find  a  Spaniel  ftill  might  learn. 
How  can  the  Fox's  theft  and  plunder 
Provoke  his  cenfure  or  his  wonder?  50 

From  Courtiers'  tricks  and  Lawyers'  arts. 
The  Fox  might  well  improve  his  parts. 
The  Lion,  Wolf,  and  Tiger's  brood. 
He  curfes,  for  their  thirft  of  blood. 
But  is  not  Man  to  Man  a  prey?  ec 

Beafls  kill  for  hunger.  Men  for  pay." 

The 
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The  Bookfcller,  who  heard  him  fpcak. 
And  law  him  turn  a  page  of  Greek, 
Thought,  what  a  genius  have  I  found  ! 
Then  thus  addrefs'd  with  bow  profound :  60 

*'  Learn'd  Sir,  if  you  'd  employ  your  pen 
Againll  the  fenfelefs  fons  of  men. 
Or  write  the  hillory  of  Siam  ; 
No  man  is  better  pay  than  I  am. 
Or,  fmce  you  're  learn'd  in  Greek,  Ifet  's  fee     65 
Som.ething  againft  the  Trinity." 

When  wrinkling  with  a  iheer  his  trunk, 
**  Friend,  quoth  the  Elephant,  you  're  dfimk  • 
E'en  keep  your  money,    and  be  wife; 
Leave  man  on  man  to  crlticife :  70 

For  that  you  ne'er  can  want  a  pen 
Among  the  fenfelefs  fons  of  men. 
They  unprcvok'd  v,ill  court  the  fray; 
Envy  's  a  fharper  fpur  than  pay. 
No  author  ever  fpar'd  a  brother;  7- 

Wits  are  gamecocks  to  one  another." 

FABLE       XL 

THE   PEACOCK,  THE  TURKEY,   AND  THE   GOOSE. 

T  N  beauty  feults  confpicuous  grow; 
The  fmallefl:  fpeck  is  feen  en  fnow. 

As  near  a  barn,  by  hunger  led, 
A  peacock  with  the  poultry  fed, 
All  view'd  him  with  an  envious  eye,  5 

And  mock'd  his  gaudy  pageantry. 

Vol.  XXXVIL  E         '  He, 
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He,  confcious  of  faperic^r  merit. 

Contemns  their  bafe  reviling  fpirit ; 

His  ftate  and  dignity  afTumcs, 

And  to  the  fun  difplays  his  plume ;,  i« 

Which,  like  the  Heavens'  o'er-archlng  flcies. 

Are  fpangled  with  a  thoufand  eyes. 

The  circling  rays,  and  varied  light. 

At  once  confound  their  dazzled  fight; 

On  every  tongue  detraftion  burn>,,  15 

And  malice  prompts  their  fpleen  by  turns. 

"  Mark,  with  what  infolence  and  pride 
The  creature  takes  his  haughty  llride. 
The  Turkey  cries.     Can  fpleen  contain? 
Sure  never  bird  was  half  fo  vain!  20 

But,  were  intriiific  merit  fcen. 
We  Turkeys  have  the  whiter  ikin." 

From  tongue  to  tongue  they  caught  abufe ; 
And  next  was  heard  the  hilling  goofe : 
"  What  hideous  legs!  what  filthy  chuvi  1  25 

I  fcorn  to  cenfure  little  fiiuvs. 
Then  what  a  horrid  fqualling  throat ! 
Ev'n  owls  are  frighted  at  the  note." 

*'  True.  Thofe  are  faults,  the  Peacock  cries  ; 
My  fcream,  my  flianks,  you  may  defpile;         30 
But  fuch  blind  critics  rail  in  vain. 
What !  overlook  my  radiant  train  ! 
Know,  did  my  legs  (your  fcorn  and  fport) 
The  Turkey  or  the  Goofe  fupport, 
And  did  ye  fcream  with  hariher  found,  35 

T'hofe  faults  in  you  had  ns'er  been  found : 

To. 
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^0  all  apparent  beauties  blind» 
•Each  blemifh  ftrikes  an  envious  miiid. 

Thus  in  affimblies  have  I  feea 
A  nymph  of  brighteft  charms  and  mien  40 

Wake  envy  in  each  ugly  face, 
And  buzzing  Icandal  liils  the  place. 

FABLE      Xll. 

C  U  P  I  n  ,     H  r  M  E  K  )     AND     P  I,  U  T  U  j\ 

A  S  Cupid  in  Cythcra's  grove 

Empioy'd  the  lelTer  powers  of  Love, 
Some  lliape  the  bow,   or  fit  the  firing. 
Some  give  the  taper  fhaft  its  wing. 
Or  turn  the  polifh'd  quiver's  mould,  ^ 

Or  head  the  darts  with  tempcr'd  gold. 

Amidil  their  toil  and  various  care. 
Thus  Hymen,  with  aframing  air, 
Addrefs'd  the  God :    ♦'  Thou  purblind  chit. 
Of  aukward  and  ill-judging  wit,  10 

If  matches  are  not  better  madcj 
At  once  I  mull  forfwear  my  trade. 
You  fend  me  fuch  ill-coupled  folks. 
That  'tis  a  lliame  to  fell  them  yoke.j, 
'^I'hey  fquabble  for  a  pin,  a  feather,  15, 

And  wonder  how  they  came  together. 
The  huiband  's  fullen,  dogged,  fhy. 
The  wife  grows  flippant  in  reply : 

He  loves  command  and  due  reflriftion ; 

And  ihe  as  well  likes  contradidion :  20 

E  ^  She 
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She  never  flavifhly  fubmits ; 
She  '11  have  her  will,  or  have  her  fits. 
He  this  way  tugs,  (he  th'  other  draws; 
The  man  grows  jealous,  and  with  caufe. 
Nothing  can  fave  him  but  divorce ;  2  r 

And  here  the  wife  complies  of  courfc." 

"  When,   fays  the  boy,  had  I  to  do 
With  either  your  affairs  or  you  ? 
J  never  idly  fpend  my  darts  j 
You  trade  in  mercenary  hearts.  ^o 

For  fettlements  the  lawyer  's  fee'd; 
Is  my  hand  witnefs  to  the  deed  ? 
If  they  like  cat  and  dog  agree. 
Go  rail  at  Plutus,   not  at  me." 

Plutus  appear'd,  and  faid,  "  Tis  true,  35 

In  marriage,   gold  is  all  their  view; 
They  feek.  noi  beauty,  wit,  or  fenfe. 
And  love  is  feldom  the  pretence. 
All  offer  incenfe  at  rny  fhrine, 
And  I  alone  the  bargain  fign.  40 

How  can  Belinda  blame  her  fate  ? 
She  only  afk'd  a  great  ellate. 
Doris  was  rich  enough,  'tis  true; 
Her  lord  muft  give  her  title  too : 
And  every  man,  or  rich  or  poor,  az 

A  fortune  aflcs,  and  afks  no  more." 

Avarice,  whatever  fhape  it  bears. 
Mull  ftill  be  coupled  with  its  cares. 


TABLE 
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FABLE      XIII. 

THE     TAME     STAG. 

A  S  a  young  Stag  the  thicket  paft, 
"^^  The  branches  held  his  antlers  fail. 
A  clown,  who  faw  the  captive  hung, 
Acrofs  the  horns  his  halter  flung. 

Now  fafely  hamper'd  in  the  cord,  5 

He  bore  the  prefent  to  his  lord. 
His  lord  was  pleas'd;  as  was  the  clown. 
When  he  was  tipp'd  with  half-a-crown. 
The  Stag  was  brought  before  his  wife ; 
The  tender  lady  begg'd  his  life.  10 

How  fleek  's  the  flcin  !  how  fpeck'd  like  ermine  ! 
Sure  never  creature  was  fo  charming  '. 

At  firft  within  the  yard  confiji'd. 
He  flies  and  hides  from  all  mankind ; 
Now  bolder  grown,  with  fcc'd  amaze,  15 

And  diflant  awe,  prefumes  to  gaze  j 
Munches  the  linen  on  the  lines. 
And  on  a  hood  or  apron  dines : 
He  fteals  my  little  mailer's  bread. 
Follows  the  fervants  to  be  fed :  20 

Nearer  and  nearer  now  he  Hands, 
To  feel  the  praife  of  patting  hands  j 
Examines  every  fill:  for  meat. 
And,  though  repuls'd,  difdains  retreat  j 
Attacks  again  with  level'd  horns,  25 

And  man,  that  was  his  terror,  fcorns. 

E  3  Such 
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Such  is  tht:  country  niairlen'.s  fright, 
"When  firft  a  Redcoat  is  m  fight ; 
Behind  the  door  flie  hides  her  face. 
Next  time  at  diftance  eyes  the  lace  :  J<^ 

She  now  can  all  his  terrors  ftand, 
Nor  from  his  fqueezc  withdraws  her  hand. 
She  plays  familiar  in  his  arms. 
And  every  foldier  hath  hi&  charms. 
From  tent  to  tent  fhe  fpreads  her  flame  j  35 

l""or  cuitom  conquers  fear  and  fhamCr 

FABLE       XIV. 

THE    MONICEV   WHO    HAD    SEEN     THK    WORLD.. 

A     MONKEY,  to  reform  the  times, 
■^^   Rcfolv'd  to  vifit  foreign  climes  j 
For  men  in  diftant  regions  roam. 
To  bring  politer  manners  home. 
So  forth  he  fares,  all  toil  defies :  j 

Misfortune  ferves  to  make  us  wife. 

At  length  the  treacherous  fnare  was  laid ; 
Poor  Pug  was  caught;  to  Town  convey'd; 
There  fold.      (How  envy'd  was  his  doom. 
Made  captive  in  a  lady's  room  !)  10 

Proud,  as  a  lover,  of  his  chains. 
He  day  by  day  her  favour  gains. 
Whene'er  the  duty  of  the  day 
The  toilette  calls,  with  mimic  play 
He  twirls  her  knots,  he  cracks  her  fan,  15' 

Like  any  other  gentleman. 

In 
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In  vifits  too,  his  parts  and  wit. 

When  jefts  grew  dull,  were  fure  to  hit-. 

Proud  with  applaufe  he  thought  his  mind 

In  every  courtly  ^rt  refin'd ;  zo 

Like  Orpheus,  burnt  with  public  zeal. 

To  civilize  the  Monkey-Vvcal ; 

So  watch'd  occallon,  broke  his  chain. 

And  fought  his  native  woods  again. 

The  hairy  fylvans  round  him  prefs,  25 

Aftonifh'd  at  his  ftrut  and  drefs. 
Some  praife  his  fleeve,  and  others  glote 
Upon  his  rich  embroider'd  coat. 
His  dapper  perriwig  commending, 
With  the  black  tail  behind  depending  ;  30 

His  powder'd  back,  above,  below. 
Like  hoary  frofts,  or  fleecy  fnow  j 
But  all,  with  envy  and  defire. 
His  fluttering  fhoulder-knot  admire. 

Hear  and  improve,  he  pertly  cries  ;  3^ 

I  come  to  make  a  nation  wife. 
Weigh  your  own  worth ;  fupport  your  place. 
The  next  in  rank  to  human  race. 
In  cities  long  I  pafs'd  my  days, 
Convers'd  with  men,  and  learn'd  their  ways.     40 
Their  drefs,  their  courtly  manners  fee  ; 
Reform  your  Hate,  and  copy  me. 
Seek  ye  to  thrive  ?  In  flattery  deal ; 
Your  fcorn,  your  hate,  with  that  conceal. 
Seem  only  to  regard  your  friends,  45 

But  ufe  them  for  your  private  ends. 

E  4  Stint 
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Stint  not  to  truth  the  flow  of  wit  ; 
Be  prompt  to  lie  whene'er  'tis  fit. 
Bend  all  your  force  to  fpatter  merit ; 
Scandal  is  converfation's  fpirit.  50 

Boldly  to  every  thing  pretend. 
And  men  your  talents  fhall  commend. 
I  knew  the  great.     Obferve  me  right ; 
So  (hall  you  grow,  like  man,  polite. 

He  fpoke,  and  bow'd.  With  muttering  jaws  55 
The  wondering  circle  grinn'd  applaufe. 

Now,  warm'dwith  malice,  envy,  fpite. 
Their  moft  obliging  friends  they  bite  ; 
And,  fond  to  copy  human  ways, 
Pradlife  new  mifchiefs  all  their  days.  60 

Thus  the  dull  lad,  too  tall  for  fchool. 
With  travel  finifhes  the  fool; 
Studious  of  every  coxcomb's  airs. 
He  drinks,  games,  drcffes,  whores,  and  fwears; 
O'erlcoks  with  fcorn  all  virtuous  arts,  65 

For  vice  is  fitted  to  his  parts. 

FABLE      XV. 

THE    PHILOSOPHER    AND   THK    PHEASANTS. 

'T~*HE  Sage,  awak'd  at  early  day. 

Through  the  deep  forell  took  his  way ; 
Drawn  by  the  mufic  of  the  groves. 
Along  the  winding  gloom  be  roves : 
From  tiee  to  tree  the  warbling  throats  5 

Prolong  the  iwect  alternate  notes ; 

But, 
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But,  where  he  paft,  he  terror  threw, 

The  fong  broke  fhort,  the  warblers  flew  ; 

The  thrufhes  chatter'd  with  affright. 

And  nightingales  abhorr'd  his  fight ;  10 

All  animals  before  him  ran. 

To  iliun  the  hateful  fight  of  man. 

Whence  is  this  dread  of  every  creature  ? 
Fly  they  our  figure,  or  our  nature ! 

As  thus  he  walk'd  in  mufing  thought,  15 

His  ear  imperfeft  accents  caught ; 
With  cautious  ftep  he  nearer  drew. 
By  the  thick  fhade  conceal'd  from  view. 
High  on  the  branch  a  pheafant  lloodj 
Around  her  all  her  liftening  brood  ;  20 

Proud  of  the  blefiings  of  her  nefr. 
She  thus  a  mother's  care  exprefs'd. 

**  No  dangers  here  fhall  circumvent. 
Within  the  woods  enjoy  content. 
Sooner  the  hawk  or  vulture  truft  2^ 

Than  man,  of  animals  the  woril. 
Jn  him  ingratitude  you  find, 
A  vice  peculiar  to  the  kind. 
The  fheep  whofe  annual  fleece  is  dv'd 
To  guard  his  health,  and  ferve  his  pride,  30 

Forc'd  from  his  fold  and  native  plain. 
Is  in  the  cruel  ihamblcs  ilain. 
The  fwarms  who  with  indultrious  fkill. 
His  hives  with  wax  and  honey  fill. 
In  vain  whole  fummer-daya  cmplo)  'J,  35 

Their  ftores  arc  fold,  the  race  deitroy'J. 

What 
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What  tribute  from  the  goofe  is  paid  ! 

Does  not  her  wing  all  fcience  aid  ? 

Does  it  not  lovers'  hearts  explain. 

And  drudge  to  raife  the  merchant's  gain  ?  40 

What  now  rewards  this  general  ufe  ? 

He  takes  the  quills,  and  eats  the  goofe. 

Man  then  avoid,  deteft  his  ways. 

So  fafety  fliall  prolong  your  days. 

When  fervic^s  are  thus  acquitted,  45. 

Be  fure  we  Phcafants  mull  be  fpitted." 

FABLE       XVI. 

THE     PIN     AND     THE     NEEDLE. 

A    PIN  v/ho  long  had  ferv'd  a  beauty, 
^^   Proficient  in  the  toilette's  duty. 
Had  form'd  her  fleeve,  confined  her  hair. 
Or  given  her  knot  a  fmarter  air. 
Now  neareft  to  her  heart  was  plac'd,  ^ 

Now  in  her  raanteau's  tail  diigracM  : 
But  could  (he  partial  Fortune  blame, 
W'ho  faw  her  lovers  ferv'd  the  fame  ? 
At  length  from  all  her  honours  call. 
Through  various  turns  of  life  (he  pall;  10 

Now  glitter'd  on  a  taylor's  arm. 
Now  kept  a  beggar's  infant  warm ; 
Now,  rang'd  within  a  mifer's  coat. 
Contributes  to  his  yearly  groat ; 
Now,  rais'd  again  from  lo*v  approach,  15- 

She  vifits  hi  the  debtor's  coach  ; 

Here, 
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Here,  there,  by  various  fortune  toil. 
At  Lift  in  Grefham-hall  was  loft. 
Charm'd  with  the  wonders  of  the  fhow. 
On  ever)-  fiie,  above,  below,  zo 

She  now  of  this  or  that  enquires. 
What  leaft  was  underftood  admires. 
*Tis  plain,  each  thing  fo  ftruck  her  mind,. 
Her  head  's  of  virtuofo  kind. 

'*  And  pray  what 's  this,  and  this, dear  Sir  :'*  25 
*'  A  Needle,"  fays  th"  interpreter. 
She  knew  the  name  ;  and  thus  the  fool 
Addrefs'd  her  as  a  tailor's  tool. 

*'  A  Needle  with  that  filthy  ftone,. 
Quite  idle,  all  with  ruft  o'ergrown  ;  30 

You  better  might  employ  year  parts. 
And  aid  the  fempftrefs  in  her  arts  ; 
But  tell  me  how  the  friendfaip  grew 
Between  that  paltry  flint  and  you." 

"  Friend,  fays  the  Needle,  ceafe  to  blame  j  35. 
I  follow  real  worth  and  fame. 
Know'ft  thou  the  loadftone'i  power  and  art^ 
That  virtue  virtues  can  im.part .'' 
Of  all  his  talents  I  partake  : 

Who  then  can  fuch  a  friend  forfake  ?  40 

'Tis  I  direft  the  pilot's  hand 
To  ihun  the  rocks  and  treacherous  fand  ; 
By  me  the  diftant  world  is  known, 
And  either  India  is  our  own. 

Had  I  with  milliners  been  bred,  45 

What  had  I  been  ?  the  guide  of  thread. 

And 
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And  drudg'd  as  vulgar  Needles  do. 
Of  no  more  confcquence  than  you." 

FABLE      XVII. 

THE    shepherd's     DOG     AND     THE    WOLF. 

A    WOLF,  with  hunger  fierce  and  bold, 
■^   Ravag'd  the  plains,  and  thinn'd  the  fold ; 
I>eep  in  the  weod  fecure  he  lay. 
The  thefts  of  night  regal'd  the  day. 
In  vain  the  fhepherd's  wakeful  care  5 

Had  fpread  the  toils,  and  watch'd  the  fnare  ; 
In  vain  the  Dog  purfued  his  pace. 
The  fleeter  robber  mock'd  the  chace. 

As  Lightfoot  rang'd  the  forefl  round. 
By  chance  his  foe's  retreat  he  found.  lo 

Let  us  a  while  the  war  fufpend. 
And  reafon  as  from  friend  to  friend. 

"A  truce  r"  replies  the  Wolf.     'Tis  done. 
The  Dog  the  parley  thus  begun. 

"  How  can  that  ilrong  intrepid  mind  15 

Attack  a  weak  defencelefs  kind  ? 
Thofe  jaws  fliould  prey  on  nobler  food. 
And  drink  the  boar's  and  lion's  blood. 
Great  fouls  with  generous  pity  melt. 
Which  coward  tyrants  never  felt.  20 

How  harmlefs  is  our  fleecy  care  ! 
Be  brave,  and  let  thy  mercy  fpare.'* 

*'  Friend,  fays  the  Wolf,  the  matter  weigh ; 
Nature  defign'd  us  beafts  of  prey  ;. 

As 
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As  fuch,  when  hunger  finds  a  treat,  25 

'Tis  neceflary  wolves  Ihould  eat. 

If,  mindful  of  the  bleating  weal. 

Thy  bofom  burn  with  real  zeal. 

Hence,  and  thy  tyrant  lord  befeech  ; 

To  him  repeat  the  moving  fpeech  :  30 

A  Wolf  eats  fheep  but  now  and  then. 

Ten  thoufands  are  devour'd  by  men. 

An  open  foe  may  prove  a  curfe. 

But  a  pretended  friend  is  worfe." 

FABLE      XVIII. 

THE     PAINTER    WHO     PLEASED     NOBODV 
AND     EVERY     BODY. 

T    EST  men  fufpeft  your  tale  untrue, 

■^^  Keep  probability  in  view. 

The  traveller  leaping  o'er  thofe  bounds. 

The  credit  of  his  book  confounds. 

Who  with  his  tongue  hath  armies  routed,  5 

Makes  even  his  real  courage  doubted. 

But  flattery  never  feems  abfurd  ; 

The  flattcr'd  always  take  your  word  : 

Impoflibilities  feemjuft; 

They  take  the  ftrongeft  pralfe  on  truft.  10 

Hyperboles,  though  ne'er  fo  great, 

Will  ftill  come  Ihort  of  felf-conceit. 

So  very  like  a  Painter  drew. 
That  every  eve  the  pidure  knew ; 

He 
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He  hit  complexion,  feature,  air,  tj 

So  juft,  the  life  itfelf  was  there. 

No  flattery  with  his  colours  laid. 

To  bloom  reftor'd  the  faded  maid  ; 

He  gave  each  mufcle  all  its  ftrength  ; 

The  mouth,  the  chin,  the  note's  length  ;  23 

His  honed  pencil  touch'd  with  truth. 

And  mark'd  the  date  of  age  and  youth. 

He  loft  his  friends,  his  pradice  fail'd  ; 
Truth  fliould  not  always  be  reveal'd  : 
In  dufty  piles  his  pidlures  lay,  25 

For  no  one  fent  the  fecond  pay. 
Two  buftos,  fraught  with  every  grace, 
A  Venus'  and  Apollo's  face. 
He  plac'd  in  view ;  refolv'd  to  pleafe. 
Whoever  fat  he  drew  from  thefe,  50 

From  thefe  correded  every  feature. 
And  fpirited  each  aukward  creature. 
All  things  were  fet ;  the  hour  was  come , 
His  palette  ready  o'er  his  thumb. 
My  lord  appear'd ;  and  feated  right,  35 

In  proper  attitude  and  light, 
The  Painter  look'd,  he  Ccetch'd  the  piece, 
Then  dipt  his  pencil,  talk'd  of  Greece, 
Of  Titian's  tint?,  of  Guide's  air  ; 
Thofe  eyes,  my  Lord,   the  fpirit  there  40 

Might  well  a  Raphael's  hand  require. 
To  give  them  all  the  native  fire  ; 
The  features,   fraught  with  fenfe  and  v\it, 
You  '11  grant,  are  very  hard  to  hit ; 

But 
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Bot  yet  with  patience  you  Ihall  view  4.5 

As  much  as  paint  and  art  can  do." 

Obferve  the  work.     My  Lord  replied, 
"  Till  now  I  thought  my  mouth  was  wide  ; 
Befides,  my  nofe  is  fomewhat  long  : 
Dear  Sir,  for  me,  'tis  far  too  young.**  50 

"Oh!  pardon  me,  the  artift  cry'dj 
In  this  we  Painters  mu.1  decide. 
The  piece  ev'n  common  eyes  mull  ftrike^ 
I  warrant  it  extremely  like." 

My  Lordexamin'd  it  a-new;  55 

No  looking-glafs  feem'd  half  fo  true. 

A  lady  came  with  borrow'd  grace 
He  from  his  Venus  form'd  her  face. 
Her  lover  prais'd  the  Painter's  art ; 
So  like  the  picture  ia  his  heart !  60 

To  every  age  feme  charm  he  lent ; 
Ev'n  beauties  were  almoft  content. 

Through  all  the  town  his  art  they  prais*d  ; 
His  cuftom  grew,  his  price  was  raia'd. 
Had  he  the  real  likenefs  Ihown,  65 

Would  any  man  the  pidlure  own  ? 
But,  when  thus  hapily  he  wrought. 
Each  found  the  likenefs  in  his  thought. 
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FABLE     XIX. 

THE     LION     AND    THE     CITB. 

OW  fond  are  men  of  rule  and  place. 
Who  court  it  from  the  mean  and  bafe  ! 

Thefe 
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Thcfe  cannot  bear  an  equal  nigh. 
But  from  fuperior  merit  fly. 
rhey  love  the  cellar's  vulgar  joke,  5 

And  lofe  their  hours  in  ale  and  fmoke. 
There  o'er  fome  petty  club  prefide ; 
So  poor,  fo  paltry,  is  their  pride ! 
Nay,  ev'n  with  fools  whole  nights  will  fit. 
In  hopes  to  be  fupreme  in  wit.  JO 

If  thefe  can  fead,  to  thefe  I  write. 
To  fet  their  worth  in  trueft  light. 

A  Lion-cub,  of  fordid  mind. 
Avoided  ail  the  lion  kind  ; 

Fond  of  applaufe  he  fought  the  feafts  1 5 

Of  vulgar  and  ignoble  beafts  ; 
With  afTes  all  his  time  he  fpent. 
Their  club's  perpetual  prefident. 
He  caught  their  manners,  looks,  and  airs ; 
An  afs  in  every  thing  but  ears  !  29 

If  e'er  his  Hightiefs  meant  a  joke. 
They  grinn'd  applaufe  before  he  fpoke  ; 
But  at  each  word  what  (houts  of  praife  ! 
Goods  gods  !  how  natural  he  brays  ! 

F-late  with  flattery  and  conceit,  2^ 

Hf  feeks  his  royal  fire's  retreat ; 
P'orward  and  fond  to  (how  his  parts. 
His  Highnefs  brays ;  the  Lion  ftarts. 

•'  Puppy!  that  curs'd  vociferation 
Betrays  thy  life  and  converfutlon  ;  30 

Coxcombs,  an  ever-noify  race. 
Are  trumpets  of  their  own  difgrace." 

^.  Whv 
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'•  Why  fo  fevere?  the  Cub  replies; 
Our  fenate  always  held  me  wife." 

•'  How  weak  is  pride  !  returns  the  fire:         35 
All  fools  are  vain  when  fools  admire  ! 
But  know,  what  llupid  afles  prize. 
Lions  and  noble  beafts  defpife." 

FABLE     XX. 

THE    OLD     HEN     AND    THE     COCK. 

■p  ESTRATN  your  child;  you  'U  foon  believe 
■*•       The  text  which  fays  we  fprung  from  Eve. 

As  an  old  Hen  led  forth  her  train, 
JVnd  feem'd  to  peck  to  Ihow  the  grain. 
She  rak'd  the  chafF,  fhe  fcratch'd  the  ground,     5 
And  glean'd  the  fpacious  yard  around. 
A  giddy  chick,  to  try  her  wings. 
On  the  well's  narrow  margin  fprings. 
And  prone  llie  drops.     The  mother's  brcall: 
All  day  with  forrow  was  poflelL  lo 

A  Cock  fhe  met ;  her  fon  Ihe  knew ; 
And  in  her  heart  afFedlion  grew. 

"  My  fon,  fays  fhe,  I  grant  your  years 
Have  reach'd  beyond  a  mother's  cares. 
I  fee  you  vigorous,  ftrong,   and  bold;  15 

I  hear  with  joy  your  triumphs  told, 
'Tis  not  from  Cocks  thy  fate  I  dread; 
But  let  thy  ever-wary  tread 
Avoid  yon'  well ;  that  fatal  place 
Is  fure  perdition  to  our  race.  20 
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Print  this  my  counfel  on  thy  breaft  : 
To  the  jufl  gods  I  leave  the  rell." 

He  thank'd  her  care  ;  yet  day  by  day 
His  bofom  burn'd  to  difobey. 
And  every  time  the  well  he  faw,  25 

Scorn'd  in  his  heart  the  foolifh  law : 
Near  and  more  near  each  day  he  drew. 
And  long'd  to  try  the  dangerous  view, 

"  Why  way  this  idle  charge  ?  he  cries ; 
Let  courage  female  fears  defpife.  30 

Or  did  fhe  doubt  my  heart  was  brave. 
And  therefore  this  injunftion  gave: 
Or  does  her  harveft  ftore  the  place 
A  treafure  for  her  younger  race  ? 
And  would  fhe  thus  my  fearch  prevent  ?  35 

I  ftand  refolv'd,  and  dare  th'  event." 

Thus  faid,  he  mounts  the  margin's  round, 
And  pries  into  the  depth  profound. 
He  ftretch'd  his  neck ;  and  from  below 
With  ftretching  neck  advanc'd  a  foe  :  40 

With  wrath  his  ruffled  plumes  he  rears. 
The  foe  with  ruffled  plumes  appears  : 
Threat  anfwer'd  threat ;  his  fury  grew ; 
Headlong  to  meet  the  war  he  flew ; 
But,  when  the  watery  death  he  found,  45 

He  thus  lamented  as  he  drown'd  : 

"  I  ne'er  had  been  in  this  condition. 
But  for  my  Mother's  prohibition," 
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FABLE     XXI. 

THE     RAT-CATCHER.     AND     CATS. 

'npHE  rats  by  r.ight  fuch  mirchief  did, 

Betty  was  every  morning  chid  : 
They  undermin'd  whole  fides  of  bacon. 
Her  cheefe  was  fapp'd,  her  tarts  were  taken  ; 
Her  pafties,  fenc'd  with  thickeft  pafte,  <; 

Were  all  demolifn'd  and  laid  wafte : 
5he  curs'd  the  Cat,  for  want  of  duty, 
Who  left  her  foes  a  conftant  booty. 

An  Engineer,   of  ncxed  fkill, 
Engag'd  to  ftop  the  growing  ill.  10 

From  room  to  room  he  now  furvevs 
Their  haunts,  their  works,  their  fccret  ways  ; 
Finds  wliere  they  'fcape  an  ambufcade. 
And  whence  the  nightly  fally's  made. 

An  envious  Cat  fi-om  place  to  place,  15 

Unfeen,    attends  his  filent  pace  : 
She  faw  that,  if  his  trade  went  on. 
The  purring  race  muft  be  undone ; 
Sofecretly  removes  his  baits. 
And  every  ftratagem  defeats.  20 

Again  he  fets  the  poiibn'd  toils ; 
And  Pufs  again  the  labour  foils. 

"  What  foe  (to  fruftrate  my  defigns) 
My  fchemes  thus  nightly  countermines  ? 
Incens'd,  he  cries,  this  very  hour  zc 

The  wretch  fliall  bleed  beneath  my  power." 

F  z  '  So 
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So  faid,  a  ponderous  trap  he  brought, 
And  in  t)ie  fadl  poor  I'ufs  was  caught. 

**  Smuggler,  fays  he,   thou  (halt  be  made 
A  vidlim  to  our  lofs  of  trade."  30 

The  captive  Cat,  with  piteous  mews. 
For  pardon,  life,  and  freedom  fuei. 
*'  A  fiftcr  of  the  fcience  fpare  ; 
One  intercfl  is  our  common  care." 

**  What  infolence!  the  Man  reply'd;  35 

Shall  Cats  with  us  the  game  divide  ? 
Were  all  your  interloping  band. 
Extinguifti'd,  or  expell'd  the  land. 
We  Rat-catchers  might  raile  our  fees. 
Sole  guardians  of  a  nation's  cheefe  !"  40 

A  Cat,  who  faw  the  lifted  knife. 
Thus  fpoke,  and  fav'd  her  fifter's  life. 

"  In  every  age  and  clime,  we  fee. 
Two  of  a  trade  can  ne'er  agree. 
Each  hates  his  neighbour  for  encroaching  :        45 
'Squire  ftigmatizes  'fquire  for  poaching^ 
Beauties  with  beauties  are  in  arms. 
And  fcandal  pelts  each  other's  charms  ; 
Kings,  too,  their  neighbour-kings  dethrone, 
In  hope  to  make  the  world  their  own  :  50 

But  let  us  limit  our  defires, 
Not  war  like  beauties,  kings,  and  'fquires  ; 
Tor  though  we  both  one  prey  purfue, 
There  's  game  enough  for  us  and  you." 
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FABLE  XXII. 

THE  GOAT  WITHOUT  A  BEARD. 

JTplS  certain  that  the  modifh  paffions 

Defcend  amoni  the  crowd  like  fafhions. 
Excufe  me,   then,  if  pride,  conceit, 
(The  manners  of  the  fair  and  great) 
I  give  to  monkeys,  afles,  dogs,  5 

Fleas,  owls,  goats,  butterflies,  and  hogs, 
I  fay  that  thefe  are  proud :  what  then  ? 
I  never  faid  they  equal  men. 

A  Goat  (as  vain  as  Goat  can  bt) 
Affecled  fmgularity  :  10 

Whene'er  a  thymy  bank  he  found. 
He  roll'd  upon  the  fragrant  ground. 
And  then  with  fond  attention  ilood, 
f  ix'd  o'er  his  image  in  the  flood. 

"  I  hate  my  frowzy  beard,  he  cries,  i^ 

My  youth  is  lod  in  this  difguife. 
Did  not  the  females  know  my  vigour. 
Well  might  they  loath  this  reverned  figure." 

Refolv'd  to  fmooth  his  fliaggy  face, 
He  fought  the  barber  of  the  place.  20 

A  flippant  monkey,  fpruce  and  fmart, 
Hard-by,  profefs'd  the  dapper  art ; 
His  pole  with  pewter-bafons  hung, 
Dl.ick  rotten  teeth  in  order  ftrung, 

F  3  ,  Ra:ig'd 
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Rang'd  cups,  tliat  in  the  window  ftcod,  25 

Lin'd  with  red  rags  to  look  like  blood; 

Did  well  his  threefold  trade  explain. 

Who  fhav'd,  drew  teeth,  and  breath'd  a  vein. 

The  Goat  he  welcomes  with  an  air. 
And  feats  him  in  his  wooden  chair  :  30 

Mouth,  nofe,  and  cheek,  the  lather  hides  ; 
Light,  fmoo^,  and  f\vift»  the  razor  glides. 

"  1  hope  your  cuflom.  Sir,  fays  Pug. 
Sure  never  face  was  half  fo  fmug  !" 

The  Goat,  impatient  for  applaufe,  35 

Swift  to  the  neighbouring  hill  withdraws. 
The  fliaggy  people  grinn'd  and  ftar'd, 
'•  Heigh-day  1  what  's  here  ?  without  a  beard  ! 
Say,  Brother,  whence  the  dire  difgrace  ? 
What  envious  hand  hath  robb'd  your  face  ?"     40 
When  thus  the  fop,  with  fmiles  of  fcorn, 
"  Are  beards  by  civil  nations  worn  ? 
Ev'n  Mufcovites  have  mow'd  their  chins. 
Shall  we,  like  formal  Capuchins, 
Stubborn  in  pride,  retain  the  mode,  45 

And  bear  about  the  hairy  load  ? 
Whene'er  we  through  the  village  flray. 
Are  we  not  mock'd  along  the  way, 
Infulted  with  loud  fhouts  of  fcorn. 
By  boys  our  beards  difgrac'd  and  torn?"  50 

•'  Were  you  no  more  with  Goats  to  dwell. 
Brother,  1  grant  you  reafon  well," 
Replies  a  bearded  Chief.     ♦*  Befide, 
If  boys  can  mortify  thy  pride, 

Kuw 
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How  wilt  thou  ftand  the  ridicule  55 

Of  our  whole  flock  ?     AfFefted  fool ! " 

Coxcombs,  diftinguifh'd  from  the  reft. 
To  all  but  coxcombs  are  a  jeft. 


FABLE     XXIII. 

THE    OLD    WOMAN     AND     HER     CATS. 

"TTf  THO  friendfhip  with  a  knave  hath  made,. 

Is  judg'd  a  partner  in  the  trade. 
The  matron,  who  condufts  abroad 
A  willing  nymph,  is  thought  a  bawd ; 
And,  if  a  modeft  girl  is  (eta  5 

With  one  who  cures  a  lover's  fpleen. 
We  guefs  her  not  extremely  nice, 
.\nd  only  wifh  to  know  her  price. 
'Tis  thus  that  on  the  choice  of  friends 
Our  good  cr  eAil  name  depends.  10 

A  vvrinkled  hag,  of  wicked  fame, 
Beude  a  little  fmoaky  flame 
Sat  hovering,  pinch'd  with  age  and  froft ; 
Her  flirivel'd  hands,  with  veins  embofs'd. 
Upon  her  knees  her  weight  fuftains,  i^ 

While  palfy  lliook  her  crazy  brains  : 
She  mumbles  forth  her  backward  prayers. 
An  untam'd  fcold  of  fourfcore  years. 
About  her  fwarm'd  a  numerous  brood 
Of  Cats,  who,  lank  with  hunger,  mew'd, 

F  4  Teaz'd 
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Teaz'd  with  their  cries,  her  choler  grew. 
And  thus  fhe  fputter'd.     "  Hence,  ye  crew  I 
Fool  that  I  was,  to  entertain 
Such  imps,  fuch  fiends,  a  hcllifh  train  ! 
Had  ye  been  never  hous'd  and  nurs'd,  25 

I  for  a  witch  had  ne'er  been  curs'd. 
To  you  I  owe  that  crowds  of  boys 
\^'orry  me  with  eternal  noife; 
Straws  laid  acrofs  my  pace  retard. 
The  horfe{hoe*s  nail'd  (each  threfhold's  guard);  30 
The  Hunted  broom  the  wenches  hide, 
For  fear  that  I  fhould  up  and  ride ; 
They  Hick  with  pins  my  bleeding  feat. 
And  bid  me  Ihow  my  fecret  teat." 

•'  To  hear  you  prate,  would  vex  a  faint;       35 
Who  hath  moft  reafon  of  complaint  ?" 
Replies  a  Cat.     "  Let 's  come  to  proof. 
Had  we  ne'er  {larv'd  beneath  your  roof. 
We  had,  like  others  of  our  race. 
In  credit  liv'd  as  beafts  of  chace.  40 

'Tis  infamy  to  ferve  a  hag  ; 
Cats  are  thought  imps,  her  broom  a  nag ; 
And  boys  againft  our  lives  combine, 
Eecaufe  'tis  faiJ  vour  Cats  have  nine," 
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FABLE     XXIV. 

THE     BUTTERFLY     AKD     THE    SNAIL. 

A  LL  upftarts,  infolent  in  placCr 
Remind  us  of  their  vulgar  race. 

As  in  the  funfhine  of  the  morn 
A  Butterfly  (but  newly  born) 
Sat  proudly  perking  on  a  rofe,  5 

With  pert  conceit  his  bofom  glows  ; 
His  wings  (all  glorious  to  behold) 
Bedropt  with  azure,  jet,  and  gold. 
Wide  he  difplays ;  the  fpangled  dew 
Reflefts  his  eyes  and  various  hue.  10 

His  now-forgotten  friend,  a  fnail. 
Beneath  his  houfe,  with  flimy  trail. 
Crawls  o'er  the  grafs ;  whom  when  he  fpies. 
In  wrath  he  to  the  gardener  cries  : 

"  What  means  yon'  peafant's  daily  toll,         15 
From  choaking  weeds  to  rid  the  foil  ? 
Why  wake  you  to  the  morning's  care  ? 
Why  with  new  arts  corredl  the  year  ? 
Why  grows  the  peach  with  crimfon  hue  ? 
And  why  the  plumb's  inviting  blue  ?  26 

Were  they  to  fealt  his  tafte  defign'd. 
That  vermin  of  voracious  kind  1 
Crulh  then  the  flow,  the  pilfering  race. 
So  purge  thy  garden  from  difgrace." 

'^  What 
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"  What  arrogance  !   the  Snail  reply 'd  ;  25 

How  inlolcnt  is  upftart  pride  ! 
Hadft  thou  not  thus,  with  infult  vain, 
Provok'd  my  patience  to  complain, 
I  had  conceal'd  thy  meaner  birth, 
Nor  trac'd  thee  to  the  fcum  of  earth  :  30 

For  fcarce  nine  funs  have  wak'd  the  hours. 
To  fwell  the  fruit,  and  paint  the  flowers. 
Since  I  thy  humbler  life  furvcy'd, 
In  bafe,  in  fordid  guile  array'd  ; 
A  hideous  infeft,  vile,  unclean,  35 

You  drag'd  a  flow  and  noifome  train  ; 
And  from  your  fpider-bowels  drew 
Foul  film,  and  fpun  the  dirty  clue. 
I  own  my  humble  life,  good  friend  ; 
Snail  was  I  born,  and  Snail  fliall  end.  40 

And  what 's  a  Butterfly  r   at  belt 
He  's  but  a  caterpillar  dreit ; 
And  all  thy  race  (a  numerous  (feed) 
Shall  prove  of  caterpillar  breed." 

FABLE.     XXV. 

THE     SCOLD     AND     THE     PARRaT- 

'  I^HE  hufl)and  thus  reprov'd  his  wife  : 
-^     "  Who  deals  in  flander,  lives  in  ftrife. 
Art  thou  the  herald  of  difgrace. 
Denouncing  war  to  all  thy  race  ; 
Can  nothing  quell  thy  thunder's  rage,  5 

Which  fpares  nor  friend,  nor  fex,   nor  age  ? 

That 
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That  vixen  tongue  of  your's,  my  Dear, 

Alarms  our  neighbours  far  and  near. 

Good  Gods !   'tis  like  a  rolling  river. 

That  murmuring  flows,  and  flows  for  ever  '.       10 

Ne'er  tir'd,  perpetual  difcord  fowing! 

Like  Fame,  it  gathers  ftrength  by  going." 

"  Heigh-day  1"  the  flippant  tongue  replies, 
*'  How  folemn  is  the  fool !  how  wife ! 
Is  Nature's  choiceft  gift  debarr'd  ?  15 

Nay,  frown  not ;  for  I  will  be  heard. 
Women  of  late  are  finely  ridden, 
A  Parrot's  privilege  forbidden  ! 
You  praife  his  talk,  his  fqualling  fong ; 
But  wives  are  alwavs  in  the  wrong."  20 

Now  reputations  flew  in  pieces 
Of  mothers,  daughters,  aunts,  and  nieces: 
She  ran  the  Parrot's  language  o'er, 
Bawd,  hufl)',  drunkard,  flattern,  whore  ; 
On  all  the  fex  fne  vents  her  fury,  25 

Tries  and  condemns  without  a  jury. 

At  once  the  torrent  of  her  words 
Alarm'd  cat,  monkey,  dogs,  and  birds: 
All  join  their  forces  to  confound  her, 
Pufs  fpits,  the  monkey  chatters  round  her;         30 
The  yelping  cur  her  heels  afl'aults; 
The  magpie  blabs  out  all  her  faults ; 
Poll,  in  the  uproar,  from  his  cage. 
With  this  rebuke  outfcream'd  her  rage. 

"  A  Parrot  is  for  talking  priz'd,  35 

But  prattling  women  are  defpis'd. 

She 


j6  GAY'sPOEMS. 

She  who  attacks  another's  honour. 
Draws  every  living  thing  upon  her. 
Think,  Madam,  when  you  Itretch  your  lungs. 
That  all  your  neighbours  too  have  tongues :      40 
One  flander  mull  ten  thoufand  get ; 
The  world  with  intcreft  pays  the  debt. 
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THE     CUR     AND     T  H  t     MAST  I  IF. 

A    SNEAKING  Cur,  the  mailer's  fpy, 
■^  ■*■  Rewarded  for  his  daily  lye. 
With  fecret  jealoufies  and  fears 
Set  all  together  by  the  cars. 

Poor  Puis  to-day  was  in  difgrace,  r 

Another  Cat  fupply'd  her  place ; 
The  Hound  was  beat,  the  Maftiff  chid. 
The  Monkey  was  the  room  forbid ; 
Each  to  his  dearcll  friend  grew  fliy, 
And  none  could  tell  the  reafon  why.  to 

A  plan  to  rob  the  houfe  was  laid  : 
The  thief  with  love  feduc'd  the  maid, 
CajoPd  the  Cur,  and  ilroak'd  his  head. 
And  bought  his  fecrecy  with  bread  j 
He  next  the  MalHfF's  honour  try'd,  (•- 

Whofe  honeft  jaws  the  bribe  defy'd; 
He  llretch'd  his  hand  to  proffer  more ; 
The  furly  dog  his  fingers  tore. 

Swift 
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Swift  ran  the  Cur ;  with  indignation 
The  Mafter  took  his  information.  20 

*'  Hang  him,  the  villain  's  curs'd,"  he  cries ; 
And  round  his  neck  the  halter  ties. 

The  Dog  his  humble  fuit  preferr'd, 
And  beg'd  in  julHce  to  be  heard. 
The  mafter  fate.     On  either  hand  25; 

The  cited  Dogs  confronting  ftand  ; 
The  Cur  the  bloody  tale  relates. 
And,  like  a  Lawyer,  aggravates. 

"  Judge  not  unheard,  the  MaftifF  cry'd, 
Eut  weigh  the  caufe  of  either  fide.  30 

Think  not  that  treachery  can  be  juft ; 
Take  not  informers'  words  on  truft  ; 
They  ope  their  iand  to  every  pay. 
And  you  and  me  by  turns  betray." 

He  fpoke;  and  all  the  truth  appear'd  :  35 

The  Cur  was  hang'd,  the  MaftifF  clear'd. 


FABLE     XXVn. 

THE    SICK     MAN     AND     THE     ANGEL, 

"  TS  there  no  hope?"  the  fick  man  faid. 

The  filent  dodlor  fhook  his  head. 
And  took  his  leave  with  figns  of  forrow, 
Defpairing  of  his  fee  to-morrow. 

When  thus  the  Man,  with  gafping  breath;       5 
«*  I  feel  the  chilling  wound  of  Death. 

Since 
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Since  I  mufl:  bid  the  world  adieu. 

Let  mc  my  former  life  review. 

I  grant  my  bargains  well  were  made. 

But  all  men  over-reach  in  trade  ;  lo 

'Tis  fclf-dence  in  each  profeflion  : 

Sure  felf-defence  is  no  tranfgreflion. 

The  little  portion  in  my  hands. 

By  good  fccurity  on  lands 

Is  well  increas'd.     If,  unawares,  15 

My  jufticc  to  myfclf  and  heirs 

Hath  let  my  debtor  rot  in  jail. 

For  want  of  good  fufficient  bail ; 

If  I,  by  writ,  or  bond,  or  deed, 

Reduc'd  a  family  to  need  ;  20 

My  will  hath  made  the  world  amends ; 

My  hope  on  charity  depends. 

When  I  am  number'd  with  the  dead. 

And  all  my  pious  gifts  arc  read. 

By  heaven  and  earth  'twill  then  be  known         25 

My  charities  were  amply  fliown." 

An  Angel  came.     "Ah!  Friend  !  he  cry'd. 
No  more  in  flattering  hope  confide. 
Can  thy  good  deeds  in  former  times 
Outweigh  the  balance  of  thy  crimes .-'  30 

What  vvidow  or  what  orphan  praj's 
To  crown  thy  life  with  length  of  days  ? 
A  pious  adlion  's  in  thy  power. 
Embrace  with  joy  the  happy  hour. 
Now,  while  you  draw  the  vital  air,  3  5 

Prove  your  intention  is  fmcere  : 

This 
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This  inftant  give  a  hundred  pound ; 
Your  neighbours  want,  and  you  abound." 

"  But  why  fuch  hafte,  the  fick  Man  whines; 
Who  knows  as  yet  what  Heaven  defigns  ?  40 

Perhaps  I  may  recover  ftill. 
That  fum  and  more  are  in  my  will." 

*'  Fool,  fays  the  Vifion,  now  'tis  plain 
Your  life,  your  foul,  your  Heaven,  was  gain. 
From  every  f  de,  with  all  your  might,  45 

You  fcrap'd,  and  fcrap'd  beyond  your  right; 
And  after  death  would  fain  atone. 
By  giving  what  is  not  your  own." 

"  While  there  is  life,  there 's  hope,  he  cry'd  ; 
Then  why  fuch  hafte  ?"  fo  groan'd,  and  dy'd.      50 


FABLE     XXVIII. 

THE    PERSIAN,    THE    SUN,     AND    THE    CLOUD. 

T  S  there  a  bard  whom  genius  fires, 

Whofe  every  thought  the  God  infpires  ? 
When  envy  reads  the  nervous  lines. 
She  frets,  fhe  rails,  fhe  raves,  flae  pines  ; 
Her  hiffing  fnakes  with  venom  fwell ;  5 

She  calls  her  venal  train  from  hell : 
The  fervile  fiends  her  nod  obey. 
And  all  Curll's  authors  are  in  pay. 
Fame  calls  up  Calumny  and  Spite : 
Thus  fiiadow  owes  its  birth  to  light.  10 

As, 
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As,  proflrate  to  the  God  of  Day, 
With  heart  devout,  a  Peifian  lay. 
His  invocation  thus  begun  : 

"  Parent  of  Light !  all-feeing  Sun  ! 
Prolific  beam,  whofe  rays  difpenfc  15 

The  various  gifts  of  Providence, 
Accept  our  praife,  our  daily  prayer; 
Smile  on  pur  fields,  and  blefs  the  year." 

A  Cloud,  who  moch'd  his  grateful  tongue, 
The  day  with  fudden  darknefs  hung  ;  20 

With  pride  and  envy  fwell'd,  aloud 
A  voice  thus  thunder'd  from  the  Cloud. 

"  Weak  is  this  gaudy  god  of  thine. 
Whom  I  at  will  forbid  to  lliine. 
Shall  I  nor  vows  nor  incenfe  know?  25 

Where  praife  is  due,  the  praife  bellow." 

With  fervent  zeal  the  Perfian  jnov'd. 
Thus  the  proud  Calumny  reprov'd. 
"  It  was  that  God  who  claims  my  prayer 
Who  gave  thee  birth,  and  rais'd  thee  there ;       30 
When  o'er  his  beams  the  veil  is  thrown. 
Thy  fubflance  is  but  plainer  ihown : 
A  pafTmg  gale,  a  puff  of  wind, 
Difpcls  thy  thickeil:  troops  combin'd." 

The  gale  arofe  ;   the  vapour  toil  jj 

(The  fpoit  of  winds)  in  air  was  loll; 
The  glorious  orb  the  day  refines. 
Thus  envy  breaks,  thus  merit  fnines. 
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FABLE     XXIX. 

THE     FOX    AT    THE     POINT     OF     DEATH. 

A  F  O  X,  in  life's  extreme  decay, 
"^^  Weak,  fick,   and  faint,  expiring  lay: 
All  appetite  had  left  his  maw. 
And  age  difarm'd  his  mumbling  jaw. 
His  numerous  race  around  him  Hand,  5 

To  learn  their  dying  fire's  command  : 
He  rais'd  his  head  with  whining  moan. 
And  thus  was  heard  the  feeble  tone. 
'     *'   Ah  !   Sons !   from  evil  ways  depart ; 
?.Ty  crimes  lie  heavy  on  my  heart.  10 

See,  fee,  the  murder'd  Geefe  appear  ! 
Why  are  thofe  bleeding  Turkeys  there 
Why  all  around  this  cackling  train, 
Who  haunt  my  ear^  for  chicken  flainr" 

The  hungry  Foxes  round  them  llar'd,  15 

And  for  the  promis'd  feall  prepar'd. 

"  Where,  Sir,  is  all  this  dainty  cheer? 
Nor  Turkey,   Goofc,  nor  Hen,  is  here. 
Thcfe  are  the  phantoms  of  your  brain  ; 
And  your  fons  lick  their  lips  in  vain."  20 

'*  O  Gluttons  !   fays  the  drooping  Sire, 
Rellrain  inordinate  def;re. 
Your  liquorilh  tafte  you  Ihall  deplore. 
When  peace  of  confcience  is  no  more. 
Vol.  XXXVII.  G  Doe? 
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Does  not  the  hound  bctmy  our  pace,  25 

And  gins  and  guns  dcilroy  our  race  ? 
Thieves  dread  the  fearcliing  eye  of  power ; 
"And  never  feci  the  quiet  hour. 
Old  age  (which  few  of  us  fliall  know) 
Now  puts  a  period  to  my  woe.  30 

Would  you  true  happinefs  attain. 
Let  honefty  your  palTions  rein  ; 
So  live  in  credit  and  efteem, 
And  the  good  name  you  loft  redeem." 

"   The  counfel  's  good,  a  Fox  replies,  35 

Could  we  perform  what  you  advife. 
Tliink  wliat  our  anceftors  have  done  ; 
A  line  of  thieves  from  fon  to  fon. 
To  us  defcends  the  long  difgracc, 
And  infamy  hath  mark'd  onr  race.  40 

Though  we,  like  liarmlcf:,  Ikeep,  fliould  feed, 
Honell  in  thought,  in  word,  and  deed, 
Whatever  hen-roolt  is  decreas'd. 
We  (hall  be  thought  to  fhare  the  feaft. 
The  change  fliall  never  be  believ'd.  45 

A  loll  good  name  is  ne'er  retric%-'d." 

*'   Nay,  then,  replies  the  feeble  Fox, 
(But,  hark!   I  hear  a  hen  that  clucks) 
Go  ;   but  be  moderate  in  your  food  ; 
A  chicken,  too,  might  do  me  good."  50 
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F  A  E  L  E     XXX. 
THE  sETTJXo  no<;  A.y.ij  the  partridge^, 

'np  H  E  runging  Dcg  the  Ttuiible  tries. 

And  fearches  every  brec/e  chat  fiies  j 
The  fcent  grows  vv-arm  ;  with  cautious  fear 
He  creeps,  and  points  tiie  corty  neat; 
The  men  in  filerce,  far  beliind,  -5 

Confcious  of  game,  the  net  unbind. 

A  Partridge,  with  experience  wife. 
The  fraudful  preparation  fpies ; 
She  mocks  their  toils,  alarms  hei-  brood* 
The  covey  fprings,  and  feeks  the  wood;  so 

But,  ere  her  certain  wings  fhe  tries : 
Thus  to  the  creeping  Spaniel  cries : 
"  Thcu  fawning  flave  to  man's  deceit. 
Thou  pimp  of  luxury,  fneaking  cheat. 
Of  thy  wliole  fpccies  thou  difgrace;  15 

Dogs  fhould  difown  thee  of  their  race ! 
For,  if  I  judge  their  native  parts. 
They  're  born  with  honeil  open  hearts  ; 
And,  ere  they  ferv'd  man's  wicked  ends, 
\\'ere  generous  foes,  or  real  friends."  20 

When  thus  the  Dog,  with  fcornful  umle: 
"   Secure  of  wing,  thou  dar'ic  revile. 
Clowns  are  to  polilh'd  manners  blind ; 
How  ignorant  is  the  ruftic  m'v.i  ! 

(j  2  My 
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My  worth  fagacious  courtiers  fee,  25 

And  to  pcrfcrment  rife,   like  me. 

The  thriving  pimp,  who  beauty  fets. 

Hath  oft'  enhanc'd  a  nation's  debts  : 

Friend  fets  his  friend,  without  regard. 

And  minifters  his  fkill  reward :  30 

Thus  train'd  by  man,  I  learnt  his  ways ; 

And  growing  favour  feafts  my  days." 

"  1  might  have  guefs'd,  the  Partridge  faid. 
The  place  where  )'cm  were  train'd  and  fed ; 
Servants  are  apt,  and  in  a  trice  35 

Ape  to  a  hair  their  mailer's  vice. 
You  came  from  court,  you  fay.     Adieu  1" 
She  faid,  and  to  the  covev  flew. 


FABLE     XXXI. 

THE     UNIVERSAL     APPARITION. 

A    RAKEl,  by  every  paffion  rul'd, 
•*^  With  every  vice  his  youth  had  ccol'd; 
Difeafe  his  tainted  blood  aflails ; 
His  fpirits  droop,  his  vigour  fails : 
With  fecret  ills  at  home  he  pines,  5 

And,  like  infirm  old  age,   declines. 

As,  twing'd  with  pain,  he  penfive  fits. 
And  raves,  and  prays,  and  fwears,  by  fits, 
A  ghaftly  Phantom,  lean  and  wan. 
Before  him  rofe,  and  thus  began;  10 
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*♦  My  name,  perhaps,  hath  reach'd  your  ear; 
Attend,  and  be  advis'd  by  Care. 
Nor  love,  nor  honour,  wealth,  nor  power. 
Can  give  the  heart  a  chearful  hour. 
When  health  is  loft.     Be  timely  wife  :  15 

With  health  all  tafte  of  pleafure  flies." 

Thus  faid,  the  Phantom  difappears. 
The  wary  counfel  wak'd  his  fears. 
He  now  from  all  excefs  abftains. 
With  phyfic  purifies  his  veins ;  20 

And,  to  procure  a  fober  life, 
Refolves  to  venture  on  a  wife. 

But  now  again  the  Sprite  afcends. 
Where'er  he  walks,  his  ear  attends, 
Infmuates  that  beauty's  frail,  25 

That  perfeverance  muft  prevail ; 
With  jealoufies  his  brain  inflames,  ^ 

And  whifpers  all  her  lovers'  names. 
In  other  hours  ftie  reprefents 
His  houfehold  charge,  his  annual  rents,  30 

Increafmg  debts,  perplexing  duns. 
And  nothing  for  his  younger  fons. 

Straight  all  his  thought  to  gain  he  turns, 
And  with  the  thirft  of  lucre  burns. 
But,  when  poflTcfs'd  of  Fortune's  ftore,  35 

The  Spedlre  haunts  him  more  and  more ; 
Sets  want  and  mifery  in  view. 
Bold  thieves,  and  all  the  murdering  crewf; 
Alarms  him  with  eternal  frights, 
Infefts  his  dream,  or  wakes  his  nights.    — ^        4© 
G  3  How 
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How  {}\all  he  chice  this  hideous  gitclt  ? 
Power  mav  perhaps  proted  his  yqH. 
To  Power  he  rou:.     Agai;i  the  Sprite 
Befets  him  morr.ing,  noon,  and  night ; 
Tnlks  of  Ambition's  tottering  feat,  45 

How  Envy  perfecutes  the  great. 
Of  rival  hate,  of  treacherous  friends. 
And  what  difgrace  his  fall  attends. 

The  court  he  quits,  to  fly  from  Care, 
And  feeks  the  peace  of  rural  air  :  50 

His  groves,  his  fields,  amus'd  his  hours; 
He  prari'd  his  trees,  he  rais'd  his  flowers. 
But  Care  again  his  fteps  purfues. 
Warns  him  of  blalls,  of  blighting  dews, 
Pf  plun4ering  infcfts,  faails,  and  rains,  55 

And  droughts  that  llarv'd  the  labour'd  plains. 
Abroad,  at  home,  the  Speftre's  there ; 
In  vain  we  feek  to  fty  from  Care. 

At  length  h.^  thus  the  Ghoil  addreft : 
.  "  Since  thou  jnuil  be  my  conftant  gueft,  60 

Be  kind,  and  follow  me  no  more  ; 
For  Care,  by  right>  fhould  go  before." 

FABLE     XXXII. 

,THE    TWO    OWLS     AND     THB    SPARROW, 

^T^WO  formal  Owls  together  ht, 
-*"     Confe]-ring  thus  iii  folemn  chat. 
"  Kow  is  the  modern  tafte  decay 'd  ! 
Where  's  the  refjped  to  wifdtcra  paid? 

Our 
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Our  worth  the  Grecian  fages  knew  ;  5 

i'hey  gave  our  fires  the  honour  due  ; 

They  weigh'd  the  dignity  of  fowls. 

And  pry'd  into  the  depth  of  Owls. 

Athens,  the  feat  of  learned  fame. 

With  general  voice  rever'd  our  name ;  ta 

On  meric  title  was  conferr'd. 

And  all  ador'd  th'  Athenian  bird," 

"  Brother,  you  reafon  well,  replies 
The  folemn  mate,  with  half-fhut  eyes. 
Rip-ht.     Athens  was  the  feat  of  learning,  15 

And  truly  wifdom  is  difcerning. 
Befides,  on  Pallas'  helm  we  fit. 
The  type  and  ornament  of  u  it : 
But  now,  alas  1   we  're  quite  ncglcftcd. 
And  a  pert  Sparrow's  more  refpefted."  20 

A  Sp.irrow,  who  was  Icdg'd  befide, 
O'erhears  them  footh  each  ether's  pride; 
And  thus  he  nimbly  vents  his  heat : 

"  Who  meets  a  fool  mull  find  conceit. 
I  grant  you  were  at  Athens  grac'd,  25 

And  on  Minerva's, helm  were  plac'd; 
But  every  bird  that  wings  the  &y. 
Except  an  Owl,  can  tell  you  why : 
From  hence  they  taught  their  fchools  to  know 
How  falfe  we  judge  by  outward  fhow  ;  30 

That  we  fhould  never  looks  efteem. 
Since  fools  as  wife  as  you  might  feem. 
Would  ye  contempt  and  fcorn  avoid. 
Let  your  vain-glory  be  deftroy'd : 

G  4  Humble 
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Humble  your  arrogance  of"  thought,  ^5 

Purfae  the  ways  by  Nature  taught  : 

So  (hall  you  6nd  delicious  fare. 

And  grateful  farmers  praife  your  care  ; 

So  (hall  flcek  mice  your  chace  reward. 

And  no  keen  cat  find  more  regard."  40 


FABLE       XXXIII. 

T  H  U    COURTIER    A  N"  D     PROTEUS. 

-t^rHENEVER  a  Courtier's  out  of  place, 

'  "     The  country  fhelters  his  difgrace  ; 
Where,  doom'd  to  exercife  and  health. 
His  houfe  and  gardens  own  his  wealth. 
Ke  builds  n(?\v  fchemes,  in  hope  to  gain  5 

The  plunder  of  another  reign  ; 
Like  Philip's  fon,  would  fain  be  doing. 
And  fighs  for  other  realms  to  ruin. 
.     As  one  of  thefe  (without  his  wand) 
Penfive  along  the  winding  rtrand  10 

Employ'd  the  folitary  hour. 
In  projcfts  to  regain  his  power. 
The  waves  in  fpreading  circles  ran, 
Proteus  arofe,  and  thus  began. 

♦'  Came  you  from  court ;  for  in  your  mien       1 5 
A  felf-important  air  is  feen." 

He  frankly  own'd  his  friends  had  trick'd  lum. 
And  how  he  fell  his  party's  vidim. 

"  Know 
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"  Know,  fays  the  God,  by  matchlefs  flclll 
I  change  to  every  fliape  at  will  ;  20 

But  yet,  I'm  told,  at  court  you  fee 
Thofe  who  prefume  to  rival  me." 

Thu,  faid :  a  Snake,  with  hideous  trail, 
Proteus  extends  his  fcaly  mail. 

"  Know,  fays  the  Man,  though  proud  in  place. 
All  Courtiers  are  of  reptile  race. 
Like  you,  they  take  that  dreadful  form, 
Bafk  in  the  fan,  and  fly  the  ftorm  ; 
With  malice  hifs,  with  envy  glote. 
And  for  convenience  change  their  coat  ;  30 

With  new-got  luilre  rear  their  head. 
Though  on  a  dunghill  born  and  bred.'* 

Sudden  the  God  a  Lion  ftands ; 
He  fhakes  his  mane,  he  fpurns  the  fands. 
Now  a  fierce  Lynx,  with  fiery  glare  ;  3; 

A  Wolf,  an  Afs,  a  Fox,  a  Bear. 

"  Had  I  ne'er  liv'd  at  court,  he  cries. 
Such  transformation  might  furprize ; 
But  there,  in  queft  of  daily  game. 
Each  able  Courtier  adls  the  fame  ;  ^o 

Wolves,  Lions,  Lynxes,  while  in  place. 
Their  friends  and  fellows  are  their  chace. 
They  play  the  Bear's  and  Fox's  part. 
Now  rob  by  force,  now  fteal  with  art. 
They  fometimes  in  the  fenate  bray,  45 

Or,  chang'd  again  to  beafts  of  prev, 
Down  from  the  Lion  to  the  Ape, 
Pradife  the  frauds  of  every  fhape." 

So 
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So  faid :  upon  the  God  he  flies. 

In  cords  the  ilruggling  captive  ties.  50 

"  Now,  Proteus !   now  (to  truth  compell'd) 
Speak,  and  confefs  thy  art  excell'd. 
Ule  flrengdi,  furprife,  or  what  you  will. 
The  Courtier  finds  evafions  ftill  ; 
Not  to  be  bound  by  any  ties,  55 

And  never -forc'd  to  leave  his  Ivcs." 


FABLE      XXXIV. 

THE     MASTIFF. 

■'T^  HOSE   V,  ho  in  quarrels  interpofe^ 
Mull  often  wipe  a  bloody  nofe. 

A  MaftifF,  of  true  Englifh  blood, 
Lov'd  fighting  better  than  his  food. 
When  dogs  were  fnarling  for  a  bone,  5 

He  long'd  to  make  the  war  his  own. 
And  often  found  (when  two  contend) 
To  interpofe  obtain'd  his  end. 
He  glory'd  in  his  limping  pace ; 
'The  fears  of  honour  feam'd  his  face;  10 

In  every  limb  a  galh  appears. 
And  frequent  fights  retrench'd  his  ears. 

As  on  a  time  he  heard  from  far 
Two  dogs  engag'd  in  noify  war, 
Avv'ay  he  fcours,  and  lays  about  him,  1 5 

Refolv'd  no  fray  Ihould  be  without  him. 

Forth 
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Forth  from,  his  yard  a  tanner  flies. 
And  to  the  hold  intruder  cries : 

"  A  cudgel  fliall  correal:  your  manners : 
Whence  fprung  this  curfed  hate  to  tanners  ?       20 
While  en  my  dog  you  vent  your  fpite. 
Sirrah  !   'tis  me  you  dare  not  bite." 

To  fee  the  battle  thus  perplex'd. 
With  equal  rage  a  butcher,  vex'd, 
Hoarfe-fcreaming  from  the  circled  crowd,  25 

To  the  curs'd  MaftifF  cries  aloud  : 

Both  Hockleyhole  and  Marybone 
The  combats  of  my  dog  have  known  : 
He  ne'er,  like  bullies,  coward-hearted. 
Attacks  in  public,  to  be  parted.  30 

Think  not,  rafli  foci,  to  (hare  his  fame  ; 
Be  his  the  honour,  or  the  {hame." 

Thus  faid,  they  iwore,  and  rav'd  like  thunder. 
Then  dragg'd  their  fafteti'd  dogs  afunder  ; 
While  clubs  and  kicks  from  every  fide  55 

Re])ounded  from  the  Mait'JF's  hide. 

All  reeking  now  with  fweat  and  blood, 
A  while  the  parted  warriors  flood; 
Then  pour'd  upon  the  meddling  foe. 
Who,  worried,  howi'd  and  fprawl'd  belo.v. 
He  rofe ;  and  limping  from  the  fray. 
By  both  iides  mangled,  fneak'd  away. 


FABLE 
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FABLE       XXXV. 

THE    BARLEY- MOW    AND    THE    DUNGHILL. 

T  T  OW  many  faucy  airs  we  meet 

•'--'■   From 'Temple-bar  to  Aldgate-ftreet ! 

Proud  rogues,  who  fhared  the  South-fea  prey. 

And  fprung  like  muihrooms  in  a  day '. 

They  think  it  mean  to  condefcend  5 

To  know  a  brother  or  a  friend  ; 

They  blufh  to  hear  their  mother's  name. 

And  by  their  pride  expofe  their  fhame. 

As  crofs  his  yard,   at  early  day, 
A  careful  farmer  took  his  way,  10 

He  ftopp'd  ;  and,  leaning  on  Jiis  fork, 
Obferv'd  the  flail's  inceflant  work. 
In  thought  he  meafur'd  all  his  ftore. 
His  geefe,  his  hogs,  he  number'd  o'er; 
In  fancy  weigh'd  the  fleeces  fliorn,  15 

And  multiply'd  the  next  year's  corn. 

A  Barley-mow,  which  flood  beflde. 
Thus  to  its  mufing  mafter  cry'd  : 

"  Say,  good  Sir,  is  it  fit  or  right 
To  treat  me  with  negledl  and  flight  ?  20 

Me,  who  contribute  to  your  cheer. 
And  raife  your  mirth  with  ale  and  beer  ? 
Why  thus  infulted,  thus  difgrac'd. 
And  that  vile  dunghill  near  me  plac'd  ? 

Are 
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Are  thofe  poor  fweepings  of  a  groom,  25 

That  filthy  fight,  that  naufeous  fume. 
Meet  objefts  here  ?  Command  it  hence  j 
A  thing  fomean  muft  give  ofFence." 

The  humble  Dunghill  thus  reply'd : 
"  Thy  mailer  hears,  and  mocks  thy  pride:       30 
Infult  not  thus  the  meek  and  low  ; 
In  me  thy  benefaftor  know  ; 
^ly  warm  afTiftance  gave  thee  birth. 
Or  thou  hadfl  perilh'd  low  in  earth ; 
But  up-ftarts,  to  fupport  their  ftation^.  "  35 

Cancel  at  once  all  obligation." 


FABLE      XXXVI. 

PYTHAGORAS  AND  THE  COUNTRYMAN. 

YTHAGORAS  rofe  at  early  dawn. 
By  foaring  meditation  drawn  ; 
To  breathe  the  fragrance  of  the  day. 
Through  flowery  fields  he  took  his  way. 
In  mufmg  contemplation  warm,  5 

His  fteps  milled  him  to  a  farm. 
Where  on  a  ladder's  topmoft  round 
A  Peafant  flood  ;  the  hammer's  found 
Shook  the  weak  barn.  "  Say,  friend,  what  care 
Calls  for  thy  honeft  labour  there  ?"  10 

The  Clown,  with  furly  voice  replies, 
''  Vengeance  aloud  for  juftice  cries. 

This 
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This  kite,  by  daily  rapine  fed. 

My  hens'  annoy,  my  turkeys'  dread, 

At  length  his  forfeit  life  hath  paid  ;  1 5 

See  on  the  wall  his  wings  difplay'd: 

Here  nail'd,  a  terror  to  his  kind. 

My  fowls  fliall  future  fafety  find ; 

My  yard  the  thriving  poultry  feed. 

And  my  barns'  refufe  fat  the  breed."  20 

"  Friend,  fays  the  Sage,  the  doom  is  wife  ; 
For  public  good  the  murderer  dies : 
But,  if  thefe  tyrants  of  the  air 
.Demand  a  fcntence  fo  feverc. 
Think  how  the  glutton,  man,,  devours;  cc 

What  bloody  feafls  regale  his  hours  ! 
O  impudence  of  power  and  might. 
Thus  to  condemn  a  hawk  or  kite. 
When  thou,  perhaps,  carnivorous  finncr, 
Hadft  pullets  yefterdav  for  dinner  !"  -^o 

"  Hold,  cry'd  the  Clown,  with  paflion  heated. 
Shall  kites  and  men  alike  be  treated? 
When  Heaven  the  world  with  creatures  ilor'd, 
Man  was  ordain'd  their  fovereign  lord." 

"  Thus  tyrants  boaft,  the  Sage  reply'd,        3; 
Whofe  murders  fpring  from  power  and  pride. 
Own  then  this  manlike  kite  is  flain. 
Thy  greater  luxury  to  fuftain  ; 
For  "  Petty  rogues  fabmit  to  Fate, 
*'  That  great  ones  may  enjoy  their  flate*."     4c 

*  Garth's  Di/penfary. 

F  A  B  L  F, 
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FABLE     XXXVII. 

THE    farmer's  WIFE    AND    THE    RAVEN. 

'V^IHY  are  thofe  tears  ?  why  droops  your  head  ? 

Is  then  your  other  hulband  dead? 
Or  docs  a  worfe  difgrace  betide  ? 
Hath  n«  one  fince  his  death  apply'd? 

Alas  I   you  know  the  caufe  too  well ;  5 

The  fait  is  fpilt,   to  me  it  fell ; 
Then,  to  contribute  to  my  lofs. 
My  knife  and  fork  were  laid  acrofs  ^ 
On  Friday  too  !   the  day  I  dread  ! 
Would  I  were  fafe  at  home  in  bed  !  10 

Laft  night  (I  vow  to  Heaven  'tis  true) 
Bounce  from  the  fire  a  cofiin  flew. 
Next  poll  fome  fatal  ne\vs  fliall  tel!  : 
God  fend  my  Cornifh  friends  be  well ! 

Unhappy  Widow,  ceafe  thy  tears,  15 

Nor  feel  afflidion  in  thy  fears ; 
Let  not  thy  ftomach  be  fufpended ; 
Eat  nov/,  and  weep  when  dinner  's  ended  ; 
And,  when  the  butler  clears  the  table. 
For  thy  defert  I  '11  read  my  Fable.  20 

Betwixt  her  fwagging  panniers'  load- 
A  Farmer's  Wife  to  market  rode. 
And,  jogging  on,  with  thoughtful  care, 
Summ'd  up  the  profits  of  her  ware; 
When  ftarting  from  her  filver  dream,  25 

Thus  far  and  wide  was  heard  hef  fcream. 

'<  That 
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*'  That  Raven  on  yon'  left  hand  oak 
(Curfe  on  his  ill-betiding  croak  !) 
Bodes  me  no  good."     No  more  fhe  faid, 
When  poor  blind  Ball,  with  ftumbllng  tread,    30 
Fell  prone  ;  o'erturn'd  the  pannier  lay. 
And  her  malh'd  eggs  heilrow'd  ths  way. 

She,  fprawling  in  the  yellow  road, 
Rail'd,  fwore,  and  cur^'d.  "  Thou  croaking  toad, 
A  murrain  take  thy  whorefon  throat !  35 

J.  knew  misfortune  in  the  note." 

*•  Dame,  quoth  the  Raven,  fpare  your  oaths. 
Unclench  your  fill,  and  wipe  your  cloaths. 
But  u'hy  on  me  thofe  curfes  thrown  ? 
Goody,  the  fault  was  all  your  own ;  40 

For,  had  you  laid  this  brittle  ware 
On  Dun,  the  old  fure-footed  mare. 
Though  all  the  Ravens  of  the  Hundred 
With  croaking  had  your  tongue  out-thundered. 
Sure-footed  Dun  had  kept  her  legs,  45 

And  you,  good  Woman,  fav'd  your  eggs." 


FABLE      XXXVlII. 

THE     TURKEY     AND     THE     ANT., 

T  N  Other  men  we  faults  can  fpv, 

■*■    And  blame  the  mote  that  dims  their  eye. 

Each  little  fpeck  and  blemifh  find  ; 

To  our  own  Uronger  errors  blind. 

A  Tur- 
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A  Turkey,  tir'd  of  common  food,  5 

Forfook  the  barn,  and  fought  the  wood ; 
Behind  her  ran  an  infant  train, 
Collefting  here  and  there  a  grain. 
"  Draw  near,  my  Birds !  the  Mother  cries. 
This  hill  delicious  fare  fupplies;  10 

Behold  the  bufy  negroe  race. 
See  millions  blacken  all  the  place  ! 
Fear  not;  like  me,  with  freedom  eat; 
■  An  Ant  is  moft  delightful  meat. 
How  blefs'd,  how  envy'd,  were  our  life,  15 

Could  we  but  'fcape  the  poulterer's  knife  ! 
But  man,  curs'd  man,  on  Turkeys  preys. 
And  Chriftmas  fhortens  all  our  days. 
Sometimes  with  oyfters  we  combine. 
Sometimes  affill:  the  favoury  chine ;  20 

From  the  low  peafant  to  the  lord. 
The  Turkey  fmokes  on  every  board. 
Sure  men  for  gluttony  are  curs'd. 
Of  the  feveii  deadly  fms  the  worft." 

An  Ant,  who  climb'd  beyond  his  reach,        25 
Thus  anfwer'd  from  the  neighbouring  beech : 
**  Ere  you  remark  another's  fin. 
Bid  thy  own  confcience  look  within  j 
Control  thy  more  voracious  bill. 
Nor  for  a  breakfaft  nations  kill.'* 
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FABLE      XXXIX. 

THE     FATHER     AND     JUPITER. 

'T'HE  Man  to  Jove  his  fult  preferr'd ; 

He  begg'd  a  wife :  his  prayer  was  heard. 
Jove  wonder'd  at  his  bold  addrefliug  ; 
For  how  precarious  is  the  blefling  1 

A  wife  he  takes :  and  now  for  heirs  5 

Again  he  worries  Heaven  with  prayers. 
Jove  nods  affent:  two  hopeful  boys 
And  a  fine  girl  reward  his  joys. 

Now  more  folicitous  he  grew. 
And  fet  their  future  lives  in  view  ;  10 

He  faw  that  all  refpeft  and  diuy 
Were  paid  to  wealth,  to  power,  and  beauty. 

"  Once  more,  he  cries,  accept  my  prayer  ; 
?vlake  my  lov'd  progeny  thy  care ; 
Let  my  firft  hope,  my  favourite  boy,  15 

All  Fortune's  richeft  gifts  enjoy. 
My  next  with  flrong  ambition  fire; 
May  favour  teach  him  to  afplre. 
Till  he  the  ftep  of  power  afcend. 
And  courtiers  to  their  idol  bend !  20 

With  every  grace,  with  every  charm. 
My  daughter's  perfeft  features  arm. 
If  Heaven  approve,  a  Father  's  blefs'd." 
Jove  fmiles,  and  grants  his  full  requeft. 

The  firfr,  a  mifer  at  the  heart,  25 

Studious  of  every  griping  art. 

Heaps 
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Heaps  hoards  on  hoards  with  anxious  pain> 

And  all  his  life  devotes  to  gain. 

He  feels  no  joy,  his  cares  increafe. 

He  neither  wakes  nor  fleeps  in  peace ;  30 

In  fancy'd  want  (a  wretch  complete) 

He  ftarves,  and  yet  he  dares  not  eat. 

The  next  to  fudden  lionours  grew  ; 

The  thriving  art  of  courts  he  knew  ; 

He  reach'd  the  height  of  power  and  place,        35 

Then  fell  the  viftim  of  difgrace. 

Beauty  with  early  bloom  fupplies 
His  daughter's  cheeks,  and  points  her  eves. 
The  vain  coquette  each  fuit  difdains. 
And  glories  in  her  lover?'  pains.  '40 

With  age  ihe  fades,  each  lover  flies ; 
Contemn'd,  forlorn>  (he  pines  and  dies. 

When  Jove  the  Father's  grief  furvey'd. 
And  heard  him  Heaven  and  Fate  upbraid. 
Thus  fpoke  the  God:  "  By  outward  iliow        45 
Men  judge  of  happinefs  and  v.oe. 
Shall  ignorance  of  good  and  ill 
Dare  to  direft  th'  eternal  will  ? 
•Seek  virtue  ;   and,  of  that  pofTefr, 
To  Providence  refign  the  reft."  cc 

F  A  B  L  E       XL. 

THE     TV.'O     MOiVKEVS. 

'T^HF.  learned,  fall  of  inward  pride, 
•*■     Tlie  fops  of  outward  flio.v  deride  ; 

H  2  The 
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The  fop,  with  learning  at  defiance. 
Scoffs  .'It  the  pedant  and  the  fcience  r 
The  Don,  a  formal  folemn  ftrutter,  ^ 

Defpifes  Monficur's  airs  and  flutter ; 
While  Monfieur  mocks  the  formal  fool. 
Who  looks,  and  fpeaks,  and  walks,   by  rule. 
Britain,  a  medley  of  the  twain. 
As  pert  as  France,  as  grave  as  Spain,  lo 

In  fancy  wifer  than  the  reft. 
Laughs  at  them  both,  of  both  the  jefl. 
Is  not  the  Poet's  chiming  clofe 
Cenfur'd  by  all  the  fons  of  Profe  ? 
While  bards  of  quick  imagination  1 5 

Defpife  the  flecpy  profe  narration. 
Men  laugh  at  apes ;  they  men  contemn  ; 
For  what  are  we  but  apes  to  them  ? 

Two  Monkeys  went  to  Southwark  fair  ; 
No  critics  had  a  fourer  air  :  20 

They  forc'd  their  way  through  draggled  folks. 
Who  gap'd  to  catch  Jack  Pudding's  jokes ; 
Then  took  their  tickets  for  the  fliow, 
Anxl  got  by  chance  the  foremoft  row. 
To  fee  their  grave  obferving  face,  25 

Provok'd  a  laugh  through  ail  the  place. 

"  Brother,  fays  Pug,  and  turn'd  his  head. 
The  rabble's  monflroufiy  ill-bred." 

Now  through  the  booth  loud  hifles  ran. 
Nor  ended  till  the  (how  began.  30 

The  tumbler  whirls  the  flip-flap  round, 
.With  fomerfets  he  fliakes  the  ground ; 

Tlic 
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The  cord  beneath  the  dancer  fprings ; 

Aloft  in  air  the  vaulter  fwings ; 

Diftorted  now,  now  prone  depends,  3^ 

Now  through  his  twifted  arms  afcends ; 

The  crowd,  in  wonder  and  delight. 

With  clapping  hands  applaud  the  fight. 

With  fmiles,  quoth  Pug,  •'  If  pranks  like  thefe 
The  giant-apes  of  reafon  pleafe,  j^o 

How  would  they  wonder  at  our  arts ! 
They  mull  adore  us  for  our  parts. 
High  on  the  twig  I  've  feen  you  cling. 
Play,  twift,  and  turn  in  airy  ring  : 
How  can  thofe  clumfy  things,  like  me,  ^5 

Fly  with  a  bound  from  tree  to  tree  ? 
But  yet,  by  this  applaufe,  we  find 
Thefe  emulators  of  our  kind 
Difcern  our  worth,  our  parts  regard. 
Who  our  mean  mimics  thus  reward."  go 

"  Brother,  the  grinning  mate  replies. 
In  this  I  grant  that  man  is  wife  : 
While  good  example  they  purfue. 
We  mull  allow  fome  praife  is  due ; 
But,  when  they  ftrain  beyond  their  guide,         55 
I  laugh  to  fcorn  the  mimic  pride ; 
For  how  fantaftic  is  the  fight. 
To  meet  men  always  bolt  upright, 
Becaufe  we  fometimes  walk  on  two  ! 
1  hate  the  imitating  crew."  .  6& 
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FABLE      XLT. 

THE    OWL     AND     THE     F  A  R  M  t  R  . 

A  N  Owl  of  grave  deport  and  mien, 
•^^  Who  (like  the  Turk)  was  feWom  feen. 
Within  a  barn  had  chofe  his  ftation. 
As  fit  for  prey  and  contemplation : 
Upon  a  beam  aloft  he  fits,  5 

And  nods,  and  feems  to  think  by  fits. 
So  have  I  feen  a  man  of  news 
Or  Poft-boy  or  Gazette  perufe. 
Smoke,  nod,  and  talk  with  voice  profound. 
And  fix  the  fate  of  Europe  round.  10 

Sheaves  pil'd  on  fheaves  hid  all  the  floor  : 
At  dawn  of  morn  to  view  his  ftore 
The  Farmer  came.     The  hooting  guell 
His  felf-importance  thus  expreft  : 

"  Reafon  in  man  is  mere  pretence  :  15 

How  weak,  how  (hallow,  is  his  fenfe  ! 
To  treat  with  fcorn  the  Bird  of  Night, 
Declares  his  felly  or  his  fpite. 
Then,  too,  how  partial  is  his  praife  ' 
The  lark's,  the  linnet's,  chirping  lays  zo 

To  his  ill-judging  ears  are  fine ; 
And  nightingales  are  ail  divine  : 
But  the  more  knowing  feaiher'd  raca 
See  vvifdcm  ftamp'd  upon  my  face. 
Whene'er  to  vifit  light  I  deign,  25 

What  fiocks  of  fowl  corapofe  my  train  ! 

Like 
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Like  flaves,  they  crowd  my  flight  behind. 
And  own  me  of  fuperior  kind." 

The  Farmer  laugh'd,  and  thus  reply'd : 
"  Thou  dull  important  lump  of  pride,  30 

Dar'ft  thou  with  that  harfh  grating  tongue 
Depreciate  birds  of  warbling  fong  ? 
Indulge  thy  fpleen  :  know  men  and  fowl 
Regard  thee,  as  thou  art,  an  Owl. 
Befides,  proud  Blockhead  I   be  not  vain  35 

Of  what  thou  call'ft  thy  flaves  and  train  : 
Few  follow  Wifdom  or  her  rules ; 
Fools  in  derifion  follow  fools." 

FABLE     XLIL 

THE     JUGGLERS. 

A  JUGGLER  long  through  all  the  Town 
-^^   Had  rais'd  his  fortune  and  renown  ; 
You  'd  think  (fo  far  his  art  tranfcends) 
The  devil  at  his  fingers'  ends. 

Vice  heard  his  fame,  ftie  read  his  bill ;  5 

Convinc'd  of  his  inferior  Ikill, 
She  fought  his  booth,  and  from  the  crowd 
Defy'd  the  man  of  art  aloud. 

"  Is  this  then  he  fo  fam'd  for  Height  ? 
Can  this  flow  bungler  cheat  your  fight  ?  10 

Dares  he  with  me  difpute  the  prize  ? 
I  leave  it  to  impartial  eyes." 

Provok'd,   the  Juggler  cry'd,  «'  'Tis  done  j 
In  fcience  I  fubmit  to  none." 

H  4  Thus 
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Thus  faid,  the  cups  and  balls  he  play'd  ;  15 

By  turns  this  here,  that  there,  convey'd. 

The  cards,  obedient  to  his  words. 

Are  by  a  fillip  turn'd  to  birds. 

His  little  boxes  change  the  grain : 

Trick  after  trick  deludes  the  train.  20 

H'-  ihakes  his  bag,  he  Hiews  all  fair; 

Vlis  fingers  fpread,   and  nothing  there; 

J 'hen  bids  it  rain  with  fnowers  of  gold; 

And  now  his  ivory  eggs  are  told  ; 

Bin,  when  from  thence  the  lien  he  draws,         25 

Amaz'd  fpeftators  hum  applaufc. 

^'ice  now  llcpt  forth,  and  took  the  place. 
With  all  the  forms  of  his  grimace. 

**  This  magic  looking-glafs,  Ihe  cries, 
(There,  hand  it  round)  will  charm  your  eyes."  30 
Each  eager  eye  the  fight  defir'd. 
And  tvery  man  himfelf  admir'd. 

Next,  to  a  fenator  addreffing, 
*'  See  this  bank-note;  obferve  the  blcfiing. 
Breathe  on  the  bill.  Heigh,  pafsl    'Tisgone."    35 
Upon  his  lips  a  padlock  fhown. 
A  fecond  puff  the  magic  broke  ; 
The  padlock  vanifh'd,  and  he  fpoke. 

Twelve  bottles  rang'd  upon  the  board 
All  full,  with  heady  liquor  rtor'd,  40 

By  clean  conveyance  difappear. 
And  now  two  bloody  fwords  are  there. 

A  purfe  ike  to  a  thief  expos'd  ; 
At  once  his  ready  fingers  clos'd. 
^  -'-  He 
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He  opes  his  fift,   the  treafure  's  fled  ;  45 

He  fees  a  halter  in  its  ftead. 

She  bids  ambition  hold  a  wand ; 
He  grafps  a  hatchet  in  his  hand. 

A  box  of"  charity  fhe  fliovvs. 
"Blow  here;"  and  a  church- warden  blows.      50- 
'Tis  vanifh'd  with  conveyance  neat. 
And  on  the  table  fmokes  a  treat. 

She  fhakes  the  dice,  the  beard  flie  knocks. 
And  from  all  pockets  fills  her  box. 

She  next  a  meas:re  rake  addreft.  r- 

"  This  pifture  fee;  her  fhape,   her  breail ! 
What  youth,  and  what  inviting  eyes ! 
Hold  her,  and  have  her."     With  furprize. 
His  hand  expos'd  a  box  of  pills. 
And  a  loud  laugh  proclaim'd  his  ills.  60 

A  counter,  in  a  mifer's  hand. 
Grew  twenty  guineas  at  command. 
She  bids  his  heir  the  fum  retain. 
And  'tis  a  counter  now  again. 

A  guinea  with  her  touch  you  fee  65 

Take  every  fhape  but  Charity; 
And  not  one  thing  you  faw,  or  drew. 
But  chang'd  from  what  was  firft  in  view. 

The  Juggler  now,  in  grief  of  heart. 
With  this  fubmiflion  own'd  her  art.  70 

**  Can  I  fuch  matchlefs  fleight  withfland! 
How  practice  hath  improv'd  your  hand  1 
But  now  and  then  I  cheat  the  throng ; 
You  every  day,  and  all  day  long." 

FABLE 
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THE     COUNCIL    OF     HORSES. 

T  T  P  ON  a  time  a  neighing  fteed. 

Who  "-raz'd  amons:  a  numerous  breed. 
With  mutiny  had  fir'd  the  train, 
And  fpread  diffenfion  through  the  plain. 
On  matters  that  concern'd  the  ftate  5 

The  Council  met  in  grand  debate. 
A  Colt,  whofe  eye-balls  flam'd  with  ire. 
Elate  with  ftrength  and  youthful  fire, 
Jn  hafte  llept  forth  before  the  reft. 
And  thus  the  liftenlng  throng  addreft.  10 

"  Good  Gods !  how  abjedl  is  our  race, 
Condemn'd  to  llavery  and  difgrace  I 
Shall  we  our  fervitude  retain, 
Becaufe  our  fires  have  borne  the  chain  ? 
Confider,  Friends!  your  ftrength  and  might;   15 
'Tis  conqueft  to  affert  your  right. 
How  cumbrous  is  the  gilded  coach  ! 
The  pride  of  man  is  our  reproach. 
Were  we  defign'd  for  daily  toil, 
To  drag  the  plough-ftiare  through  the  foil,       20 
To  fweat  in  harnefs  through  the  road. 
To  groan  beneath  the  carrier's  load  ? 
How  feeble  are  the  two-legg'd  kind  ! 
What  force,  is  in  our  nerves  combin'd  ! 
Shall  then  our  nobler  jaws  fubmit  25 

To  foam  and  champ  the  galling  bit  ? 

Shall 
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Shall  haughty  man  my  back  beftride  ? 

Shall  the  (harp  fpur  provoke  my  fide  ? 

Forbid  it,  Heavens  !   Reje6l  the  rein  ; 

Your  fliame,  your  infamy,  difdain.  30 

Let  him  the  lion  firil  control. 

And  ftill  the  tiger's  familh'd  growl. 

Let  us,  like  them,  oar  freedom  claim. 

And  make,  him  tremble  at  cur  name." 

A  general  nod  approv'd  the  caufe,  35 

And  all  the  circle  neigh'd  applaufe. 

When,  lo  !  with  grave  and  folemn  pace, 

A  Steed  advanc'd  before  the  race. 
With  age  and  long  experience  wife  ; 

Around  he  caft  his  thoughtful  eyes,  40 

And,  to  the  murmurs  of  the  train. 
Thus  fpoke  the  Neftor  of  the  plain. 

♦'  When  I  had  health  and  ftrength,  like  you. 
The  toils  of  fervitude  I  knew  ; 
Now  grateful  man  rev.-ards  my  pains,  4- 

And  gives  me  all  thefe  wide  domains. 
At  will  I  crop  the  year's  increafe  ; 
My  latter  life  is  reft  and  peace. 
I  grant,  to  man  we  lend  our  pains. 
And  aid  him  to  corredt  the  plains ;  50 

But  doth  not  he  divide  the  care, 
Through  all  the  labours  of  the  year  ? 
How  many  thoufand  ftruftures  rife. 
To  fence  us  from  inclement  jkies  I 
For  us  he  bears  the  fultry  day,  55 

And  ftores  up  all  our  winter's  hay. 

He 
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He  fou's,  he  reaps  the  harvcft's  gain ; 

We  fhare  the  toil,  and  fliare  the  grain. 

Since  every  creature  was  decreed 

To  aid  each  other's  mutual  need,  60 

Appeafc  your  difcontented  mind. 

And  ad  the  part  by  Heaven  affign'd." 

The  tumult  ceas'd.     The  Colt  fubmitted. 
And,  like  his  ancellors,  was  bitted. 

FABLE     XLIV. 

T  H  K     H  O  O  N  D     AND     THE     M  U  N  T  S  \5  A  N  , 

■IMPERTINENCE  at  firft  is  borne 

With  heedlcfs  flight,  or  fmiles  of  fcorn  ; 
Teaz'd  into  wrath,  what  patience  bears 
The  noify  fool  who  perfeveres  ? 

The  morning  wakes,  the  Huntfman  founds,    5 
At  once  rufh  forth  the  joyful  Hounds'; 
They  feek  the  wood  with  eager  pace. 
Through"  bufli,  through  brier,  explore  the  chace  : 
Now  fcatter'd  wide  they  try  the  plain. 
And  fnufFthe  dewy  turf  in  vain.  10 

What  care,  what  induftry,  what  pains  1 
What  univerfal  filence  reigns  1 

Ringwood,  a  dog  of  little  fame. 
Young,  pert,  and  ignorant  of  game. 
At  once  difplays  his  babbling  throat ;  15 

The  pack,  regardlefs  of  the  note, 
Purfue  the  fcent ;  with  louder  llrain 
He  ftill  perfiils  to  vex  the  train. 

The 
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The  Huatfman  to  the  clamour  flies. 

The  fmacking  lafh  he  fmartly  plies.  «  20 

His  ribs  all  welk'd,  with  howling  tone 

The  puppy  thus  exprefs'd  his  moan : 
•'  I  know  the  mufic  of  my  tongue 

Long  fmce  the  pack  with  envy  Hung. 

What  will  not  fpite  ?  Thefe  bitter  Imarts  25 

1  owe  to  my  fuperior  parts." 

«'  When  Puppies  prate,  the  Huntfman  cry'd, 

They  (hew  both  ignorance  and  pride  : 

Fools  may  our  fcorn,  not  envy,  raife  ; 

For  envy  is  a  kind  of  praife.  30 

Had  not  thy  forward  noify  tongue 

Proclaim'd  thee  always  in  the  v/rong. 

Thou  might'ft  have  mingled  with  the  reft. 

And  ne'er  thy  foolifh  nofe  confeft  ; 

But  fools,  to  talking  ever  prone,  35 

Are  fure  to  make  their  follies  known." 


FABLE      XLV. 

THE     POET     AND     THE     ROSE. 

T  HATE  the  man  who  builds  his  name 

Oh  ruins  of  another's  fame. 
Thus  prudes,  by  characters  o'erthrown, 
Imagine  that  they  raife  their  own. 
Thus  fcribblers,  covetous  of  praife,  5 

Think  flander  can  tranfplant  the  bays. 

Beauties 
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Beauties  and  bards  have  equal  pride, 

"With  both  all  rivals  are  decry'd. 

Who  praifes  Lefbia's  eyes  and  feature, 

Muft  call  her  filler  aukward  creature;  lo 

For  the  kind  flattery  's  fure  to  charm. 

When  we  fome  other  nymph  diform. 

As  in  the  cool  of  early  day 
A  Poet  fought  the  fweets  of  May, 
The  garden's  fragrant  breath  afcends,  15 

And  every  ftalk  with  odour  bends  ; 
A  rofe  he  pluck'd,  he  gaz'd,   admir'd. 
Thus  finging,  as  the  Mufe  infpir'd  : 
"  Go,  Rofe,  my  Chloe's  bofoni  grace  ; 

"  How  happy  ihall  I  prove,  20 

*'   Might  I  fupply  that  envy'd  place 

"  With  never-fading  love  ! 
*'  There,   Pha;nix-like,  beneath  her  eye, 
'*  Involv'd  in  fragrance,  burn  and  die. 
**  Know,  haplefs  Flower  !   that  thou  fhalt  find  25 

"  More  fragrant  Rofes  there ; 
"   I  fee  thy  withering  head  reclin'd 

"  With  envy  and  defpair  ! 
**  One  common  fate  we  both  muft  prove ; 
**  You  die  with  envy,   I  with  love."  30 

"   Spare  your  comparifons,  reply'd 
An  angry  Rofe,  who  grev/  befide. 
Of  all  mankind  you  fhould  not  flout  us ; 
What  can  a  Poet  do  without  us  ? 
In  every  love-fong  Rofes  bloom  ;  3  5 

We  lend  you  colour  and  perfume  : 

Does 
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Does  it  to  Chloe's  charms  conduce. 
To  found  her  praife  on  our  abufe  ? 
Muft  we,  to  flatter  her,  be  made 
To  wither,  envy,  pine,  and  fade  ?  43 


FABLE      XL  VI. 

THE  CUR,  THE  HORSE,  AKD  THE  SHEPHERD 's 
DOG. 

'T'HE  lad  of  all-fufficient  merit 
'*■     With  modeily  ne'er  damps  his  fpirit ; 
Prefuming  on  his  own  deferts, 
On  all  alike  his  tongue  exerts ; 
His  noify  jokes  at  random  throws,  5 

And  pertly  fpatters  friend  and  foes. 
In  wit  and  war  the  bully  race 
Contribute  to  their  own  difgrace  : 
Too  late  the  forward  youth  fhall  find 
That  jokes  are  fometimes  paid  in  kind;  10 

Or,  if  they  canker  in  the  breaft. 
He  makes  a  foe  who  makes  a  jeft. 

A  village  Cur,   of  fnappifh  race. 
The  perteft  puppy  of  the  place, 
Imagin'd  that  his  treble  throat  1 5 

Was  bleft  with  Mufic's  fweeteft  note; 
In  the  mid  road  he  bafking  lay. 
The  yelping  nuifance  of  the  way  j 
For  not  a  creature  pafs'd  along. 
But  had  a  fample  of  his  fong.  20 

Soon 
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Soon  as  the  trotting  Steed  he  hears. 

He  flarts,  he  cocks  his  dapper  ears  ; 

Away  he  fcowers,  affaults  his  hoof; 

Now  near  him  fnarls,  now  barks  aloof; 

With  fhrill  impertinence  attends,  25 

Nor  leaves  him  till  the  village  ends. 

It  chanc'd,  upon  his  evil  day, 

A  Pad  came  pacing  down  the  way  ; 

The  Cur,  with  never-ceafmg  tongue. 

Upon  the  paffing  traveller  fprung.  30 

The  Horfe,  from  fcorn  provok'd  to  ire. 

Flung  backward ;  rolling  in  the  mire. 

The  Puppy  howl'd,  and  bleeding  lay  ; 

The  Pad  in  peace  purfu'd  his  way. 

A  Shepherd's  Dog,  who  faw  the  deed,  35 

Detelling  the  vexatious  breed, 
Befpoke  him  thus:  **  When  coxcombs  prate. 
They  kindle  wrath,  contempt,  or  hate  ; 
Thy  teazing  tongue  had  judgement  ty'd, 
Thou  hadlt  not  like  a  puppy  dy'd." 


FABLE      XL  VII. 

THE     COURT    OF     DEATH. 

ir\  E  ATH,  on  a  folemn  night  of  Hate, 

In  all  his  pomp  of  terror  fate  : 
Th'  attendants  of  his  gloomy  reign, 
Difeafes  dire,  a  ghaftly  train  ! 

Crowd 
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Crowd  the  vaft  court.     With  hollow  tone,  5 

A  voice  thus  thunder'd  from  the  throne : 
'*  This  night  our  minifter  we  name. 
Let  every  fervant  fpeak  his  claim  ; 
Merit  fhall  bear  this  ebon  wand." 
All,   at  the  word,  ftretch'd  forth  their  hand.     10 

Fever,  with  burning  heat  pofTeft, 
Advanc'd,   and  for  the  wand  addreft. 

"  I  to  the  weekly  bills  appeal. 
Let  thofe  exprefs  my  fervent  zealj 
On  every  flight  occalion  near,  15 

With  violence  I  perfevere." 

Next  Gout  appears  with  limping  pace. 
Pleads  how  he  Ihifts  from  place  to  place  j 
From  head  to  foot  how  fwift  he  flies. 
And  every  jpint  and  finew  plies ;  20 

Still  working  when  he  feems  fuppreft, 
A  moll  tenacious  ftubborn  gueft. 

A  haggard  fpeftre  from  the  crew 
Crawls  forth,  and  thus  afferti  his  due  : 
"^  'Tis  I  who  taint  the  fvveeteft  joy,  25 

And  in  the  fhape  of  Love  deftroy : 
My  (hanks,  funk  eyes,  and  nofelefs  face. 
Prove  my  pretenfion  to  the  place." 

Stone  urg'd  his  ever-growing  force  ; 
And,  next,    Confumption's  meagre  corfe,  30 

V/ith  feeble  voice  that  fcarce  was  heard. 
Broke  with  Ihort  coughs,  his  fuit  preferr'd  ; 
"  Let  none  objedl  my  lingering  way, 
I  gain,  like  Fabius,  by  delay  j 

Vol.  XXXVIL         I  Fatigue 
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Fatigue  and  weaken  every  foe  35 

By  long  attack,  fecure,  though  flow." 

Plague  reprefents  his  rapid  power. 
Who  thinn'd  a  nation  in  an  hour. 

All  fpokc  their  claim,  and  hnp'd  the  wand. 
Now  expectation  hulli'd  the  band  ;  40 

When  thus  the  Monarch  from  the  throne : 

"  Merit  was  ever  modefl:  known. 
What,   no  Phyfician  fpeak  his  right ! 
None  here !  but  fees  their  toils  requite. 
Let  then  Intemperance  take  the  wand,  -^5 

Who  fills  with  gold  their  zealous  hand. 
You,  Fever,  Gout,  and  all  the  reft, 
(Whom  wary  men,  as  foes,  deteft) 
Forego  your  claim;  no  more  pretend  ; 
'     Intemperance  is  efteem'd  a  friend  ;  50 

He  fliares  their  mirth,  their  focial  joys. 
And  as  a  courted  gueft  deftroys. 
The  charge  on  him  muft  juftly  fall. 
Who  finds  employment  for  you  all  ." 


FABLE.     XLVIII. 

THE     GARDENER     AND     THE     KOG. 

A    GARDENER,  of  peculiar  tafte, 
•^^   On  a  young  Hog  his  favour  plac'd. 
Who  fed  not  with  the  common  herd ; 
His  tray  was  to  the  hall  preferr'd. 


He 
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He  wallow'd  underneath  the  board,  5 

Or  in  his  mailer's  chamber  fnor'd, 
Who  fondly  ftroak'd  him  every  day, 
And  taught  him  all  the  Puppy's  play. 
Where'er  he  went,   the  grunting  friend 
Ne'er  fail'd  his  pleafure  to  attend.  10 

As  on  a  time  the  loving  pair 
Walk'd  forth  to  tend  the  garden's  care. 
The  Mailer  thus  addrefs'd  the  Swine : 

"  My  houfe,  my  garden,  all  is  thine. 
On  turnips  feaft  whene'er  you  pleafe,  15 

And  riot  in  my  beans  and  peafe ; 
If  the  potatoe's  tafte  delights, 
Or  the  red  carrot's  fweet  invites. 
Indulge  thy  morn  and  evening  hours  j 
But  let  due  care  regard  my  flowers :  20 

My  tulips  are  my  garden's  pi-ide : 
What  vaft  expence  thofe  beds  fupply'd !" 

The  Hog  by  chance  one  morning  roam'd. 
Where  with  new  ale  the  vefTels  foam'd  : 
He  munches  now  the  iteaming  grains,  25 

Now  with  full  fvvill  the  liquor  drains. 
Intoxicating  fumes  arife ; 
He  reels,  he  rolls  his  winking  eyes ; 
Then  daggering  through  the  garden  fcours. 
And  treads  down  painted  ranks  of  flowers.  30 

With  delving  fnout  he  turns  the  foil, 
And  cools  his  palate  with  the  fpoil. 

The  Mailer  came,  the  ruin  fpy'd; 
*'  Villain!   fufpend  thy  rage,   he  cry'd. 

i  2  Haft 
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Haft  thou,  thou  moft  ungrateful  fot,  35 

My  charge,  my  only  charge,  forgot? 
What,  all  my  flowers  !"  No  more  he  faid. 
But  gaz'd,  and  figh'd,  and  hung  his  head. 

The  Hog  with  ftuttering  fpeech  returns : 
"  Explain,  Sir,  why  your  anger  burns.  40 

See  there,  untouch'd,  your  tulips  ftrown. 
For  I  devour'd  the  roots  alone." 

At  this  the  Gardener's  paflion  grows  ;^ 
From  oaths  and  threats  he  fell  to  blows. 
The  Ilubborn  brute  the  blows  faftains,  45 

Affaults  his  leg,  and  tears  the  veins. 

'•  Ah  1  foolifh  Swain  I  too  late  you  find 
That  ilyes  were  for  fuch  friends  defign'd  !" 

Homeward  he  limps  with  painful  pace, 
Reflefling  thus  on  paft  difgrace:  5a 

"  Who  cherilhes  a  brutal  mate. 
Shall  mourn  the  folly  foon  or  late." 


FABLE      XLIX. 

THE     MAN     AND     THE     FLE.-.. 


W' 


H ETHER  on  earth,  in  ai--,  or  main. 
Sure  every  thing  alive  is  vain  ! 
Does  not  the  Hawk  all  fowls  furvey. 
As  deftiff'd  only  for  his  prey  ? 
And  do  not  tyrants,  prouder  things,  c 

Think  men  were  born  for  flaves  to  kings } 

When 
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When  the  Crab  views  the  pearly  ftrands 
Or  Tagus,  bright  with  golden  faiid.s 
Or  crawls  befide  the  coral  grove. 
And  hears  the  ocean  roll  above,  10 

"  Nature  is  too  profufe,    fays  he. 
Who  gave  all  thefe  to  pleafure  me  !" 

When  bordering  pinks  and  roles  bIoom> 
And  every  garden  breathes  perfume  ; 
When  peaches  glow  with  funny  dyes,  1  ^ 

Like  Laura's  cheek  when  blullies  rife  ; 
When  with  huge  figs  the  branches  bend, 
\\'hen  clufters  from  the  vine  depend ; 
The  Snail  looks  round  on  flower  and  tree, 
And  cries,   *'  All  thefe  were  made  for  me  !"      Z(i 

*'  What  dignity  's  in  human  nature  !'* 
Says  Man,  the  moft  conceited  creature. 
As  from  a  cliff  he  caft  his  eye. 
And  view  'd  the  fea  and  arched  fky. 
The  fun  was  funk  beneath  the  main  ;  2^ 

The  moon  and  all  the  ftarry  train 
Hung  the  vaft  vault  of  Heaven.     The  Man 
His  contemplation  thus  began  : 

**  When  I  behold  this  glorious  fliow. 
And  the  wide  watery  world  below,  30 

The  fcaly  people  of  the  main, 
The  bealls  that  range  the  wood  or  plain, 
The  wing'd  inhabitants  of  air. 
The  day,  the  night,  the  various  year; 
And  know  all  thefe  by  Heaven  defign'd  3  5 

As  gifts  to  pleafure  human-kind ; 

I  3  I  cannot 
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I  cannot  raife  my  wortli  too  high ; 

■  Of  what  vaft  confequence  am  I !" 

"  Not  of  th'  importance  you  fuppofe. 
Replies  a  Flea  upon  his  nofe.  40 

Be  humble,  learn  thyfelf  to  fcan; 
Know,  pride  was  never  made  for  man. 
'Tis  vanity  that  fwells  thy  mind. 
What !  heaven  and  earth  for  thee  defign'd  ! 

■  For  thee,  made  only  for  our  need,  45 
That  more  important  Fleas  might  feed." 

FABLE      L. 

THE  HARE  AND  MANY  FRIENDS. 

■p  R I E  N  D  S  K I P,  like  love,  is  but  a  name, 

Unlefs  to  one  you  ftint  the  fiame. 
The  child,  whom  many  fathers  fnare, 
Hath  feldom  known  a  father's  care. 
'Tis  thus  in  friendfhips  ;  who  depend  5 

On  many,  rarely  find  a  friend. 

A  Hare  who,  in  a  civil  way. 
Comply'd  with  every  thing,  like  Gay, 
Was  known  by  all  the  beliial  train 
Who  haunt  the  wood,  or  graze  the  plain  ;         10 
Her  care  was  never  to  offend ; 
And  every  creature  was  her  friend. 

As  forth  {he  went  at  early  dawn. 
To  tafte  the  dew-befprinkled  lawn, 
Behind  ftie  hears  the  hunter's  cries,  15 

And  from  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder  flies. 

She 
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She  ftarts,  fhe  flops,  flie  pr.nts  for  breath; 

She  hears  the  near  advance  of  death; 

She  doubles,   to  miflead  the  hound, 

And  meafures  back  her  mazy  round ;  20 

Till,    fainting  in  the  public  way. 

Half-dead  with  fear  Ihe  gafping  lay. 

What  tranfport  in  her  bofom  grew. 
When  firft  the  Horfe  appear'd  in  view  ! 

*'  Let  me,  fays  fhe,  your  back  afcend,  25 

And  owe  my  fafety  to  a  friend. 
You  know  my  feet  betray  my  flight : 
To  friendfhip  every  burden 's  light." 

The  Horfe  reply'd,  "  Poor  honeft  Pufs, 
It  grieves  my  heart  to  fee  thee  thus :  30 

Be  comforted,  relief  is  near. 
For  all  your  friends  are  in  the  rear." 

She  next  the  ftately  Bull  implor'd; 
And  thus  reply'd  the  mighty  lord  : 
"   Since  every  beaft  alive  can  tell  35 

That  I  fmcerely  wifh  you  well, 
I  may,  without  offence,  pretend 
To  take  the  freedom  of  a  friend. 
Love  calls  me  hence ;  a  favourite  Cow 
Expeds  me  near  yon'  barley-mow ;  40 

And,  when  a  lady  's  in  the  cafe. 
You  know,  all  other  things  give  place. 
To  leave  you  thus  might  feem  unkind ; 
But  fee,  the  Goat  is  juft  behind." 

The  Goat  remark'd  "  her  pulfe  was  high,     4^ 
Her  languid  head,  her  heavy  eye ; 

14  My 
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My  back,  fays  he,  may  do  you  harm  ; 
The  Sheep's  at  hand,  and  wool  is  warm." 

The  iheep  was  feeble,  and  complain'd 
*'  His  fides  a  load  of  wool  fuftain'd^  50 

Said,  he  was  flow,  confefs'd  his  fears; 
For  hounds  eat  flieep  as  well  as  hares." 

She  now  the  trotting  Calf  addrefs'd. 
To  fave  from  death  a  friend  diflrefs'd. 

"   Shall  L,   fays  he,   of  tender  age,  55 

In  this  important  care  engage? 
Older  and  abler  pafs'd  you  by  ; 
How  ftrong  are  thofe !  how  weak  am  I  ! 
Should  I  prcfume  to  bear  you  hence, 
Thofe  friends  of  mine  may  take  offence.  "60 

Excufe  me,  then  ;  you  know  my  heart ; 
But  deareft  friends,  alas !   muft  part. 
How  Ihall  we  all  lament !   Adieu  ; 
jFor  fee  the  hounds  are  juft  in  view." 


END    OF    THE     FIRST    PART. 


FABLES 
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FABLES. 

PART     THE     SECOND. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

Thefe  Fables  were  finiflied  by  iVIr.  Gay,  and  in- 
tended for  the  prefs  a  fhort  time  before  his  death  ; 
when  they  were  left,  with  his  other  papers,  to  the 
care  of  his  noble  friend  and  patron  the  Duke  of 
Queenfberry.  His  Grace  has  accordingly  per- 
mitted them  to  the  prefs ;  and  they  axe  here 
printed  from  the  originals  in  the  Author's  own 
hand-writing..  We  hope  they  will  pleafe  equally 
with  his  former  fables,  though  moftly  on  fubjedts 
of  a  graver  and  more  political  turn.  They  will 
certainly  (hew  him  to  have  been  (what  he  efteemed 
the  beft  character)  a  man  of  a  truly  honell  heart, 
and  a  fmcere  lover  of  his  country. 

F  A  B  L  E      f . 

THE     DOG     AND    THE     FOX. 

To  a  Lawyer. 
T  KNOW  you  Lawyers  can,  with  eafe, 

Twift  words  and  meanings  as  you  pleafe  ; 
That  language,  by  your  fkill  made  pliant. 
Will  bend  to  favour  every  client ; 

That 
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That  'tis  the  fee  direfts  the  fcnfe,  5 

To  make  out  either  fide's  pretence. 

When  you  perufe  the  cleareft  cafe. 

You  fee  it  with  a  double  face  : 

For  fcepticifm  's  your  profeflion; 

You  hold  there  's  doubt  in  all  expreffion.  10 

Hence  is  the  bar  with  fees  fupply'd; 
Hence  eloquence  takes  either  fide. 
Your  hand  would  have  but  paltry  gleaning. 
Could  every  man  exprefs  his  meaning. 
Who  dares  prefume  to  pen  a  deed,  1 5 

Unlefs  you  previoufly  are  fee'd  ? 
'Tis  drawn ;  and,  to  augment  the  coft. 
In  dull  prolixity  engroft. 
And  now  we  're  well  fecur'd  by  law. 
Till  the  next  brother  find  a  flaw.  20 

Read  o'er  a  will.     Was  't  ever  known. 
But  you  could  make  the  will  your  own  ? 
For,  when  you  read,  'tis  with  intent 
To  find  out  meanings  never  meant. 
Since  things  are  thus,_/^  dcfendendo,  25 

I  bar  fallacious  inuendo. 

Sagacious  Porta's  fkill  could  trace 
Some  beaft  or  bird  in  every  face. 
The  head,  the  eye,  the  nofe's  fliape, 
Prov'd  this  an  owl,  and  that  an  ape.  30 

When,  in  the  fketches  thus  defign'd, 
Refemblance  brings  fome  friend  to  mind. 
You  fhow  the  piece,  and  give  the  hint. 
And  find  each  feature  in  the  print  j 

So 
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So  monflrous-like  the  portrait 's  found,  3 - 

All  know  it,  and  the  laugh  goes  round. 
Like  him  I  draw  from  general  nature ; 
Is  't  I  or  you  then  fix  the  fatire  ? 

So,  Sir,  I  beg  you,  fpare  your  pains 
In  making  comments  on  my  ftrains.  40 

All  private  flander  I  deteft, 
I  judge  not  of  my  neighbour's  breall : 
Party  and  prejudice  I  hate. 
And  write  no  libels  on  the  ftate. 

Shall  not  my  Fable  cenfure  vice,  J^.r 

Becaufe  a  knave  is  over-nice  ? 
And,  left  the  guilty  hear  and  dread. 
Shall  not  the  decalogue  be  read  ? 
If  I  lafh  vice  in  general  fiction. 
Is 't  I  apply,  or  felf-con\dclion  ?  50 

Brutes  are  my  them.e.     Am  I  to  blame. 
If  men  and  morals  are  the  fame  ? 
I  no  man  call  or  ape  or  afs  ; 
'I'is  his  own  confcience  holds  the  glal's. 
Thus  void  of  all  offence  I  vmte  :  55 

Who  claims  the  fable,  knows  his  right. 

A  fhepherd's  Dog  unfkill'd  in  fports, 
Pick'd  up  acquaintance  of  all  forts; 
Among  the  reft  a  Fox  he  knew  ; 
By  frequent  chat  their  friendfhip  grew.  60 

Says  Reynard,  "  'Tis  a  cruel  cafe. 
That  man  fhould  ftigmatize  our  race. 
No  doubt,  among  us  rogues  you  find. 
As  among  dogs  and  human  kind ; 

And 
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And  yet  (unknown  to  me  and  you)  65 

There  may  be  honell:  men  and  true. 
Thus  flander  tries  whate'er  it  can 
To  put  us  on  the  foot  with  man. 

Let  my  own  aftions  recommend ; 
No  prejudice  can  blind  a  friend  :  70 

You  know  me  free  from  all  difguifej 
My  honour  as  my  life  I  prize." 

By  talk  like  this,  from  all  miftruft 
The  Dog  was  cur'd,  and  thought  him  julf. 

As  on  a  time  the  Fox  held  forth  75 

On  confcience,  honefty,  and  worth. 
Sudden  he  ftopp'd  ;  he  cock'd  his  ear  ; 
Low  dropt  his  bnifhy  tail  with  fear. 

**  Blefs  us !   the  hunters  are  abroad  : 
What 's  all  that  clatter  on  the  road  !"  80 

"  Hold,  fays  the  Dog,  we  're  fafe  from  l.arm, 
'Twas  nothing  but  a  falfe  alarm. 
At  yonder  town  'tis  market-day  ; 
Some  farmer's  wife  is  on  the  way ; 
'Tis  fo  (I  know  her  pyebald  mare),  81; 

Dame  Dobbins  with  her  poultry -ware." 

Reynard  grew  huff.     Says  he,  "  This  fneer 
From  you  I  little  thought  to  hear : 
Your  meaning  in  your  looks  I  fee. 
Pray,  what 's  Dame  Dobbins,  friend,  to  me  ?  90 
Did  I  e'er  make  her  poultry  thinner ! 
Prove  that  I  owe  the  Dame  a  dinner." 

"  Friend,  quoth  the  Cur,  I  meant  no  harm  ; 
Then  why  fo  captious  t  why  fo  warm  .■' 

My 
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My  words  in  common  acceptation,  95 

Could  never  give  this  provocation. 

No  lamb  (for  aught  I  ever  knew) 

May  be  more  innocent  than  you." 

At  this,  gall'd  Reynard  winc'd,  and  fwore 

Such  language  ne'er  was  given  before.  ico 

"  What 's  lamb  to  me  ?  this  faucy  hint 
Shows  me,  bafe  Knave,  which  way  you  fquint. 
If  th'  other  night  your  mafter  loft 
Three  lambs,  am  I  to  pay  the  coft  ? 
Your  vile  refleftions  would  imply  105 

That  I  'ra  the  thief.     You  Dog,  you  lye." 

"  Thou  knave,  thou  fool!    (the  Dog  reply'd) 
The  name  is  juft,  take  either  fide  ; 
Thy  guilt  thefe  applications  fpeak  : 
Sirrah,  'tis  confcience  makes  you  fqueak."      1 10 

So  faying,  on  the  Fox  he  flies : 
The  felf-convifted  felon  dies. 

FABLE     II. 

THE   VULTURE,    THE    SPARROW,   AND   OTHER 
BI  R  DS. 

To  a  Friend  in  the  Country. 
T^  RE  I  begin,  I  muft  premife. 

Our  minifters  are  good  and  wife  ; 
So,  though  malicious  tongues  apply. 
Pray  what  care  they,  or  what  care  I  ? 

If  I  am  free  with  courts,  be  't  known,  5 

1  ne'er  prefume  to  mean  our  own. 

If 
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If  general  morals  feem  to  joke 
On  minillers,  and  fuch-like  folk, 
A  captious  fool  may  take  offence  ; 
What  then?  He  knows  his  own  pretence,  lo 

1  meddle  with  no  ftate-aiFairs, 
But  fpare  my  jell  to  fave  my  ears. 
Our  prefent  fchemes  are  too  profound. 
For  Machiavel  himfelf  to  found  : 
To  cenfure  them  I  'ave  no  pretenfion  ;  1 5 

I  own  they  're  pall  my  comprehenfion. 

You  fay  your  brother  wants  a  place, 
('Tis  many  a  younger  brother's  cafe) 
And  that  he  very  foon  intends 
To  ply  the  court,  and  teaze  his  friends.  20 

If  there  his  merits  chance  to  find 
A  patriot  of  an  open  mind, 
Whofe  conftant  actions  prove  him  juft 
To  both  a  king's  and  people's  truft. 
May  he,  with  gratitude,  attend,  25 

And  owe  his  rife  to  fuch  a  friend  ! 

You  praife  his  parts,  for  bufmefs  fit. 
His  learning,  probity,   and  wit ; 
But  thofe  alone  will  never  do, 
Unlefs  his  patron  have  them  too.  30 

I  'ave  heard  of  times  (pray  God  defend  us! 
We  're  not  fo  good  but  he  can  mend  us) 
When  wicked  minifters  have  trod 
On  kings  and  people,  law  and  God  ; 
With  arrogance  they  girt  the  throne,  35 

And  knew  no  intereft  but  their  own. 

Then 
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Then  virtue,  from  preferment  barr'd 
Gets  nothing  but  its  own  reward. 
A  gang  of  petty  knaves  attend  'em. 
With  proper  parts  to  recommend  'em.  40 

Then,  if  his  patron  burn  with  luft. 
The  firft  in  favour  's  pimp  the  firft. 
His  doors  are  never  clos'd  to  fpies. 
Who  cheer  his  heart  with  double  lyes  ; 
They  flatter  him,  his  foes  defame,  45 

So  lull  the  pangs  of  guilt  and  Ihame. 
If  fchemes  of  lucre  haunt  his  brain, 
Projeftors  fwell  his  greedy  train  ; 
Vile  brokers  ply  his  private  ear 
With  jobs  of  plunder  for  the  year  ;  50 

All  confciences  mull  bend  and  ply  ? 
You  mull  vote  on,  and  not  know  why  : 
Through  thick  and  thin  you  mull  go  on  ; 
One  fcruple,  and  your  place  is  gone. 

Since  plagues  like  thefe  have  curs'd  a  land,  55 
And  favourites  cannot  always  Hand, 
Good  courtiers  fhould  for  change  be  ready. 
And  not  have  principles  too  Heady  ; 
For,  fhould  a  knave  engrofs  the  power, 
(God  fhield  the  realm  from  that  fad  hour  !)        60 
He  muft  have  rogues  or  flavifh  fools ; 
For  what 's  a  knave  without  his  tools } 

Wherever  thofe  a  people  drain. 
And  llrut  with  infamy  and  gain, 
I  envy  not  their  guilt  and  Hate,  65 

And  fcorn  to  fhare  the  public  hate. 

Let 
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Let  their  own  fervile  creatures  rife. 
By  fcreening  fraud,  and  venting  lyes ; 
Give  me,  kind  Heaven,  a  private  llation  *, 
A  mind  ferene  for  contemplation  :  70 

Title  and  profit  I  refign  ; 
The  port  of  honour  fliall  be  mine. 
My  Fable  read,  their  merits  view. 
Then  herd  who  will  with  fuch  a  crew. 

In  days  of  yore  (my  cautious  rhymes  75 

Always  except  the  prefent  times) 
A  greedy  Vulture,  fkill'd  in  game, 
Inur'd  to  guilt,  unaw'd  by  fhamc, 
Approach'd  the  throne  in  evil  hour. 
And  ftep  by  ftep  intrudes  to  power  :  80 

When  at  the  royal  Eagle's  ear. 
He  longs  to  eafe  the  monarch's  care. 
The  monarch  grants.     With  pride  elate. 
Behold  him  miniller  of  ftate  ! 
Around  him  throng  the  feather'd  rout ;  85 

Friends  muft  be  ferv'd,  and  fome  muft  out :. 
Each  thinks  his  own  the  beft  pretenfion ; 
This  afks  a  place,  and  that  a  penfion ; 

The  Nightingale  was  fet  afide. 
A  forward  Daw  his  room  fupply'd.  90 

"  This  bird  (fays  he),  for  bufmefs  fit. 
Hath  both  fagacity  and  wit : 
With  all  his  turns,  and  fhifts,  and  tricks. 
He  's  docile,  and  at  nothing  flicks  : 

Then 

*  —When  impious  men  bear  fway, 
The  poft  of  honour  is  a  private  Ration.        Addison, 
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Then  with  his  neighbours  one  fo  free  95 

At  all  times  will  connive  at  me." 

The  Hawk  had  due  diftiniftion  fhown. 
For  parts  and  talents  like  his  own. 
Thoufands  of  hireling  Cocks  attend  him. 
As  bluflering  bullies,  to  defend  him.  100 

At  once  the  Ravens  were  difcarded. 
And  Magpies  with  their  polls  rewarded. 

Thofe  fowls  of  omen  I  deteft. 
That  pry  into  another's  neit. 
State-lyes  mull:  lofe  all  good  intent,  105 

For  they  forefee  and  croak  th'  event. 
My  friends  ne'er  think,  but  talk  by  rote. 
Speak  what  they  're  taught,  and  fo  to  vote, 

"  When  rogues  like  thefe  (a  Sparrow  cries) 
To  honours  and  employments  rife,  1 1  o 

I  court  no  favour,  aik  no  place ; 
From  fuch,  preferment  is  difgrace. 
Within  my  thatch'd  retreat  I  find 
(What  thefe  ne'er  feel)  true  peace  of  mind." 


FABLE     III. 

THE     BABOON     AKD    THE     POULTRY. 

To  a  Levee-hunter. 

TTyE  frequently  mifplace  efteem. 

By  judging  men  by  what  they  feem. 
To  birth,  wealth,  power,  we  fhould  allow 
Precedence,  and  our  lowefl  bow  : 
Vol.  XXX\TL        K  In 
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In  that  is  due  difl:in(flion  fliewn  ;  5 

Elleem  is  Virtue's  right  alone. 

With  partial  eye  we  're  apt  to  fee 
The  man  of  noble  pedigree  : 
We  're  prepofTell  my  Lord  inherits, 
In  fome  degree,  his  grandfire's  merits ;  lo 

For  thofe  we  find  upon  record. 
But  find  him  nothing  but  my  Lord. 

When  we,  with  fuperficial  view, 
Gaze  on  the  rich,  we  *re  dazzled  too. 
We  know  that  wealth,  well  underftood,  1 5 

Hath  frequent  power  of  doing  good  ; 
Then  fancy  that  the  thing  is  done. 
As  if  the  power  and  will  were  one. 
Thus  oft'  the  cheated  crowd  adore 
The  thriving  knaves  that  keep  them  poor.         20 

The  cringing  train  of  power  furvey  ; 
What  creatures  are  fo  low  as  they  ! 
With  what  obfcquioufnefs  they  bend  I 
To  what  vile  aftions  condefcend ! 
Their  rife  is  on  their  meannefs  built,  55 

And  flattery  is  their  fmallefl  guilt. 
What  homage,  reverence,  adoration, 
In  every  age,  in  every  nation. 
Have  fycophants  to  power  addrefs'd ! 
No  matter  who  the  power  poflefs'd.  30 

Let  minillers  be  what  they  will. 
You  find  their  levees  always  fill : 
Ev'n  thofe  who  have  perplex'd  a  ftate, 
W^hofe  aftions  claim  contempt  and  hate, 

Had 
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Had  wretches  to  applaud  their  fchemes,  35 

Though  more  abfurd  than  madmen's  dreams. 
When  barbarous  Moloch  was  invok'd, 
The  blood  of  infants  only  fmok'd  I 
But  here  (unlefs  all  hiftory  lyes) 
Whole  realms  have  been  a  facrifice.  40 

Look  through  all  courts:  'tis  power  we  find 
The  general  idol  of  mankind  ; 
There  worfhip'd  under  every  fhape  : 
Alike  the  lion,  fox,  and  ape. 
Are  follow'd  by  time-ferving  flaves,  45 

Rich  proftitutes  and  needy  knaves. 

Who  then  fhall  glory  in  his  poft  ? 
How  frail  his  pride,  how  vain  his  boafl. ! 
The  followers  of  his  profperous  hour 
Are  as  unftable  as  his  power.  50 

Power,  by  the  breath  of  Flattery  nurft. 
The  more  it  fwells  is  nearer  burll:  ; 
The  babble  breaks,  the  gewgaw  ends. 
And  in  a  dirty  tear  defcends. 

Once  on  a  time  an  ancient  maid,  55 

By  wifhes  and  by  time  decay'd. 
To  cure  the  pangs  of  relHefs  thought. 
In  birds  and  beafts  amufement  fought: 
Dogs,  parrots,  apes,  her  hours  employ'd ; 
With  thefe  alone  fhetalk'd  and  toy'd.  60 

A  huge  Baboon  her  fancy  took 
(Almoft  a  man  in  fize  and  look). 
He  finger'd' every  thing  he  found, 
And  mimick'd  all  the  fervants  round ; 

K  3  Then, 
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Then,  too,  his  parts  and  ready  wit  65 

Show'J  him  for  every  bufinefs  fit. 

With  all  thefe  talents  'twas  but  juft 

That  Pug  Ihould  hold  a  place  of  truft ; 

So  to  her  favourite  was  aflign'd 

The  charge  of  all  her  feather'd  kind.  70 

'Twas  his  to  tend  them  eve  and  morn. 

And  portion  out  their  daily  corn. 

Behold  him  now,  with  haughty  ftridc, 
Afiume  a  minifterial  pride. 

The  morning  rofe.     In  hope  of  picking,  75 

Swans,  turkeys,  peacocks,  ducks,  and  chicken. 
Fowls  of  all  ranks  farround  his  hut. 
To  worfhip  his  important  ftrut. 
The  miniiter  appears.     The  crowd. 
Now  here,  now  there,  obfequious  bow'd.  8c 

This  prais'd  his  parts,  and  that  his  face, 
Th'  other  his  dignity  in  place. 
From  bill  to  bill  the  flattery  ran  : 
He  hears  and  bears  it  like  a  man ; 
For,  v/hen  we  flatter  Self-conceit,  85 

We  but  his  fentiments  repeat. 

If  we  're  too  fcru^uloufly  juft. 
What  profit 's  in  a  place  of  truft  ; 
The  common  praftice  of  the  great 
Is  to  fecure  a  fnug  retreat.  90 

So  Pug  began  to  turn  his  brain 
(Like  other  folks  in  place)  on  gain. 

An  apple-woman's  ftall  was  near. 
Well  ftock'd  with  fruits  through  all  tlie  year ; 

Here 
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Here  every  day  he  cramm'd  his  guts,  cj^ 

Hence  were  his  hoards  of  pears  and  nuts ; 
For  'twas  agreed  (in  way  of  trade) 
His  payments  fhould  in  corn  be  made. 

The  ftock  of  grain  was  quickly  fpent. 
And  no  account  which  way  it  went.  100 

Then,  too,  the  Poultry's  ilarv'd  condition 
Caus'd  fpeculations  of  fufpicion. 
The  fafts  were  prov'd  beyond  difpute  ; 
Pug  muft  refund  his  hoards  of  fruit; 
And,  though  then  minifter  in  chief,  J05 

Was  branded  as  a  public  thief. 
Difgrac'd,  defpis'd,  confin'd  to  chains, 
He  nothing  but  his  pride  retains. 

A  Goofe  pafs'd  by  ;  he  knew  the  face. 
Seen  every  levee  while  in  place.  1 10 

"  What,  no  refpeft  I   no  reverence  (hown  ! 
How  faucy  are  thefe  creatures  grown  ! 
Not  two  days  fmce  (fays  he)  you  bow'd 
The  loweft  of  my  fawning  crowd," 

"  Proud  fool !   (replies  the  Goofe)  'tis  true  115 
Thy  corn  a  fluttering  levee  drew; 
For  that  I  join'd  the  hungry  train. 
And  fold  thee  flattery  for  thy  grain. 
But  then,  as  now,  conceited  Ape, 
We  faw  thee  in  thy  proper  fliapc."  120 


K  3  FABLE 
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f  A  B  L  E    IV. 

THE     ANT     IN     OFFICE, 

To  a  Friend, 

XT  OU  tell  me  that  you  apprehend 

My  verfe  may  touchy  folks  offend. 
In  prudence,  too,  you  think  my  rhymes 
Should  never  fquint  at  courtiers'  crimes  ; 
For  though  nor  this  nor  that  is  meant,  5 

Can  we  another's  thoughts  prevent  ? 

You  a(k  me  if  I  ever  knew 
Court  chaplains  tlius  the  lawn  purfuc  ? 
1  meddle  not  with  gown  or  lawn  ; 
Poets,  I  grant,  to  rife  mud  fawn;  10 

They  know  great  ears  are  over-nice. 
And  never  fhock  their  patron's  vice. 
But  I  this  hackney-path  defpifej 
'Tis  my  ambition  not  to  rife. 
If  I  muft  proftitute  the  Mufe,  15 

The  bafe  conditions  I  rcfufe. 

I  neither  flatter  nor  defame. 
Yet  own  I  would  bring  guilt  to  fhame. 
If  I  Corruption's  hand  expofe, 
I  make  corrupted  men  my  foes ;  20 

What  then  ?  I  hate  the  paltry  tribe ; 
Be  virtue  mine  ;  be  theirs  the  bribe. 
I  no  man's  property  invade  ; 
Corruption  's  yet  no  lawful  trade. 

Nor 
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Nor  would  it  mighty  ills  produce,  25 

Could  I  fhame  bribery  out  of  ufe. 
I  know  'twould  cramp  mofl:  politicians. 
Were  they  ty'd  down  to  thefe  conditions. 
'Twould  ftint  their  power,  their  riches  bound. 
And  make  their  parts  feem  lefs  profound.  30 

Were  tliey  deny'd  their  proper  tools. 
How  could  they  lead  their  knaves  and  fools? 
Were  this  the  cafe,  let 's  take  a  view 
What  dreadful  mifchiefs  would  enfue. 
Though  it  might  aggrandize  the  ftate,  3  5 

Could  private  luxury  dine  on  plate  ? 
Kings  might  indeed  their  friends  reward. 
But  minifters  find  lefs  regard. 
Informers,  fycophants,  and  fpies. 
Would  not  augment  the  year's  fupplies.  40 

Perhaps,  too,   take  away  this  prop. 
An  annual  jobb  or  two  might  drop. 
Befides,  if  penfions  were  deny'd. 
Could  Avarice  fupport  its  pride  ? 
It  might  ev'n  minifters  confound,  4^ 

And  yet  the  ftate  be  fafe  and  found. 
I  care  not  though  'tis  underftood ; 
I  only  mean  my  country's  good  : 
And  (let  who  will  my  freedom  blame) 
I  wifh  all  courtiers  did  the  fame.  50 

Nay,  though  fome  folks  the  lefs  might  get, 
I  wifh  the  nation  out  of  debt. 
I  put  no  private  man's  ambition 
With  public  good  in  competition  ; 

K  4  Rather 
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Rather  than  have  our  laws  defac'd,  5r 

I  'd  vote  a  minifter  difgrac'd. 

I  ftrike  at  vice,  be  't  where  it  will ; 
And  what  if  great  folks  take  it  ill  ? 
I  hope  corruption,  bribery,  penfion. 
One  may  with  deteftation  mention  ;  60 

Think  you  the  law  (let  who  will  take  it) 
^7i\\  fcandaJi'Jti  magnatum  make  it  ? 
I  vent  no  flander,  owe  no  grudge. 
Nor  of  another's  confcience  judge  : 
At  him  or  him  I  take  no  aim,  65 

Yet  dare  againll  all  vice  declaim. 
Shall  I  not  cenfure  breach  of  truit, 
Becaufe  knaves  know  themfelves  unjuft  ? 
That  fteward,  whofe  account  is  clear. 
Demands  his  honour  may  appear:  70 

His  aftions  never  ihun  the  light ; 
He  is,  and  would  be  prov'd,   upright. 

But  then  you  think  my  Fable  bears 
Allufion,   too,  to  ftate-aifairs. 

I  grant  it  does  :  and  who  's  fo  great,  75 

That  has  the  privilege  to  cheat  ? 
1  f  then  in  any  future  reign 
(For  miiiifters  may  thirft  for  gain) 
Corrupted  hands  defraud  the  nation, 
I  bar  no  reader's  application.  80 

An  Ant  there  was,  whofe  forward  prate 
Control'd  all  matters  in  debate  ; 
Whether  he  knew  the  thing  or  no. 
His  tongue  eternally  would  go  ; 

For 
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For  he  had  impudence  at  will,  85 

And  boafted  univerfal  fkill. 
Ambition  was  his  point  in  view : 
Thus  by  degrees  to  power  he  grew. 
Behold  him  now  his  drift  attain  : 
He  's  made  chief  treafurer  of  the  grain.  90 

But  as  their  antient  laws  are  jull. 
And  punifh  breach  of  public  truft, 
'Tis  order'd  (left  wrong  application 
Should  ftarve  that  wife  induftrious  nation) 
That  all  accounts  be  ftated  clear,  95 

Their  ftock,  and  what  defray'd  the  year ; 
That  auditors  fhall  thefe  infpeft. 
And  public  rapine  thus  be  check'd. 
For  this  the  folcmn  day  was  fet; 
The  auditors  in  council  met.  100 

The  granary-keeper  muft  explain. 
And  balance  his  account  of  grain. 
He  brought  (fince  he  could  not  refufe  them) 
Some  fcraps  of  paper  to  amufe  them. 

An  honert  Pifmire,  warm  with  zeal,  105 

In  juftice  to  the  public  weal. 
Thus  fpoke  :  "  The  nation's  hoard  is  low; 
From  whence  does  this  profufion  flow  ? 
I  know  our  annual  funds'  amount ; 
Why  fuch  expence  ?  and  where 's  th'  account  r "  no 

With  wonted  arrogance  and  pride. 
The  Ant  in  office  thus  reply'd. 

"  Conlider,  Sirs,  were  fecrets  told. 
How  could  the  beft-fchem'd  projeds  hold } 

Should 
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Should  we  rtate  myfteries  difclofe,  115 

'Twould  lay  us  open  to  our  foes. 

My  duty  and  my  well-known  zeal 

Bid  me  our  prefent  fchemes  conceal : 

But,  on  my  honour,  all  th'  expence 

(Though  vail)  was  for  the  fwarm's  defence."     1 20 

They  pall  th'  account  as  fair  and  juft. 
And  voted  him  implicit  truft. 

Next  year  again,  the  granary  drain'd. 
He  thus  his  innocence  maintain'd. 

"  Think  how  our  prefent  matters  ftand,      125 
What  dangers  threat  from  every  hand; 
What  hofts  of  turkeys  ftroll  for  food. 
No  farmer's  wife  but  hath  her  brood. 
Confider,  when  invafion  's  near. 
Intelligence  muft  coft  us  dear;  130 

And,  in  this  ticklilh  fituation, 
A  fecret  told  betrays  the  nation  : 
But,  on  my  honour,  all  th'  expence 
(Though  vaft)  was  for  the  fwarm's  defence." 

Again,  without  examination,  135 

They  thank'd  his  fage  adminiftration. 

The  year  revolves.     Their  treafure,  fpent. 
Again  in  fecret  fervice  went. 
His  honour,  too,  again  was  pledg'd. 
To  fatisfy  the  charge  alledg'd.  140 

When  thus,  with  pannic  fhnme  poflefs'd. 
An  auditor  his  friends  addrefs'd. 

"  What  are  we?  minifterial  tools ! 
We  little  knaves  are  greater  fools. 

At 
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At  laft  this  fecret  is  explor'd,  14.5 

^Tis  our  corruption  thins  the  hoard. 

For  every  grain  we  touch'd,  at  leall 

A  thoufand  his  own  heaps  increas'd. 

Then  for  his  kin  and  favourite  fpies, 

A  hundred  hardly  could  fuffice.  150 

Thus,  for  a  paltry  fneaking  bribe. 

We  cheat  ourfelves  and  all  the  tribe  ; 

For  all  the  magazine  contains 

Grows  from  our  annual  toil  and  pains." 

They  vote  th'  account  fhall  be  infpedled;     155 
The  cunning  plunderer  is  detefted ; 
The  fraud  is  fentenc'd  ;  and  his  hoard. 
As  due,  to  public  ufe  reftor'd. 


FABLE    V. 

THE     BEAR     IN     A     BOAT. 

To  a  Coxcomb. 

'Tp  HAT  man  muft  daily  wifer  grow, 

Whofe  fearch  is  bent  himfelf  to  know ; 
Impartially  he  weighs  his  fcope. 
And  on  firm  reafon  founds  his  hope  ; 
He  tries  his  Itrength  before  the  race,  5 

And  never  feeks  his  own  difgrace ; 
He  knows  the  compafs,  fail,  and  oar. 
Or  never  launches  from  the  fhore  ; 
Before  he  builds,  computes  the  coft. 
And  in  no  proud  purfuit  is  loft :  10 

He 
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He  learns  the  bounds  of  human  fenfe. 
And  fafcly  walks  within  the  fence. 
Thus,  confcious  of  his  own  defedl. 
Are  pride  and  felf-importance  check'd. 

If  then,  felf-knowledge  to  purfue,  15 

Direft  our  life  in  every  view. 
Of  all  the  fools  that  pride  can  boaft, 
A  Coxcomb  claims  diftindlion  moft. 

Coxcombs  are  of  all  ranks  and  kind ; 
They  're  not  to  fex  or  age  confin'd,  20 

Or  rich,  or  poor,  or  great,  or  fmall. 
And  vanity  befots  them  all. 
By  ignorance  is  pride  increas'd  : 
Thofe  moll  afliime,  who  know  the  leaft; 
Their  own  falfe  balance  gives  them  weight,      z  ^ 
But  every  other  finds  them  light. 

Not  that  all  Coxcombs'  follies  ftrikc. 
And  draw  our  ridicule  alike  ; 
To  different  merits  each  pretends : 
This  in  love-vanity  tranfcends;  30 

That,  fmitten  with  his  face  and  fhape. 
By  drefs  diftinguifhes  the  ape; 
Th'  other  with  learning  crams  his  llielf. 
Knows  books,  and  all  things  but  himfelf. 

All  thefe  are  fools  of  low  condition,  35 

Compar'd  with  Coxcombs  of  ambition  : 
For  thofe,  puff'd  up  with  flattery,  dare 
AfTume  a  nation's  various  care. 
They  ne'er  the  groffeft  praife  miltruft. 
Their  fycophants  feem  hardly  juft  j  40 

For 
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For  thefe,  in  part  alone,  atteft 

The  flattery  their  own  thoughts  fuggeft. 

In  this  wide  fphere  a  Coxcomb  's  fhown 

In  other  realms  befides  his  own  : 

The  felf-deem'd  Machiavel  at  large  45 

By  turns  controls  in  every  charge. 

Does  Commerce  fufFer  in  her  rights  ? 

'Tis  he  direds  the  naval  flights. 

What  failor  dares  difpute  his  fkill  ? 

He  '11  be  an  admiral  when  he  will.  50 

Now,  meddling  in  the  foldier's  trade. 
Troops  mull  be  hu-'d,  and  levies  made. 
He  gives  ambafl"adors  their  cue. 
His  cobbled  treaties  to  renew  ; 
And  annual  taxes  muil  fuffice  55 

Tlie  current  blunders  to  difguife. 
When  his  crude  fchemes  in  air  are  loft. 
And  millions  fcarce  defray  the  coft. 
His  arrogance  (nought  undifmay'd) 
Trufting  in  felf-fufficient  aid,  60 

On  other  rocks  mifguides  the  realm. 
And  thinks  a  pilot  at  the  helm. 
He  ne'er  fufpefts  his  want  of  ikill. 
But  blunders  on  from  ill  to  ill ; 
And,  when  he  fails  of  all  intent,  6^ 

Blames  only  unforefeen  event. 
Left  you  miftake  the  application. 
The  Fable  calls  me  to  relation. 

A  Bear  of  fliag  and  manners  rough. 
At  climbing  trees  expert  enough  j  70 

For 
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For  dcxtroufly,  and  fafe  from  harm. 
Year  nfter  year  he  robb'd  the  fwarm. 
Thus  thriving  on  induftrious  toil. 
He  glory'd  in  his  pilfcr'd  fpoil. 

This  trick  fo  fwell'd  him  with  conceit,  75 

He  tliought  no  enterprife  too  great. 
Alike  in  fcicnces  and  arts. 
He  boartcd  univerfal  parts : 
Pragmatic,  bufy,  buftling,  bold. 
His  arrogance  was  uncontrol'd  :  80 

And  thus  he  made  his  party  good. 
And  grew  didlator  of  the  wood. 

The  beafts,  with  admiration,  ftare. 
And  think  him  a  prodigious  Bear. 
Were  any  common  booty  got,  85 

'Twas  his  each  portion  to  allot : 
For  why  ?  he  found  there  might  be  picking, 
Ev'n  in  the  candng  of  a  chicken. 
Intruding  thus,  he  by  degrees 
Claim'd,  too,  the  butcher's  larger  fees.  90 

And  now  his  over-weening  pride 
In  every  province  will  prefide. 
No  tafk  too  difficult  was  found  : 
His  blundering  nofe  mifleads  the  hound. 
In  ftratagem  and  fubtle  arts  nc 

He  over-rules  the  fox's  parts. 

It  chanc'd  as,  on  a  certain  day. 
Along  the  bank  he  took  his  way, 
A  boat,  with  rudder,  fail,  and  oar. 
At  anchor  floated  near  the  Ihore.  100 

He 
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He  ftopt,  and,  turning  to  his  train. 
Thus  pertly  vents  his  vaunting  ftrain. 

'<  What  blundering  puppies  are  mankind. 
In  every  fcience  always  blind  ! 
I  mock  the  pedantry  of  fchools  :  105 

What  are  their  compafTes  and  rules  ? 
From  me  that  helm  fhall  conduft  learn. 
And  man  his  ignorance  difcern." 

So  faying,  with  audacious  pride. 
He  gains  the  Boat,  and  climbs  the  fide.  110 

The  beafts,  aftonifh'd,  line  the  ftrand  : 
The  anchor  's  weigh'd  ;  he  drives  from  land  : 
The  flack  fail  fliifts  from  fide  to  fide ; 
The  Boat  untrimm'd  admits  the  tide. 
Borne  down,  adrift,  at  random  toil,  115 

His  oar  breaks  fhort,  the  rudder  's  loft. 
The  Bear,   prefuming  in  his  fkill. 
Is  here  and  there  officious  ftill ; 
Till,  ftriking  on  the  dangerous  lands. 
Aground  the  Ihatter'd  veffel  ftands.  120 

To  fee  the  bungler  thus  diftreft. 
The  very  filhes  fneer  and  jeft  : 
Ev'n  gudgeons  join  in  ridicule. 
To  mortify  the  meddling  fool. 
The  clamourous  watermen  appear;  125 

Threats,  curfes,  oaths,  infult  his  ear : 
Seiz'd,  thrafti'd,  and  chain'd,  he  's  dragg'd  to  land ; 
Derifion  fhouts  along  the  ftrand. 
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FABLE     VI. 

THE     S  (VU  I  R  E     AND     HIS     CUR. 

To  a  Country  Gentleman. 
HE  man  of  pure  antl  fimplc  heart 


Through  life  difdains  a  double  part: 
He  never  needs  the  fcreen  of  lies. 
His  inward  bofom  to  difguife. 
In  vain  malicious  tongues  afliiil ;  5 

Let  envy  fnarl,  let  (lander  rail. 
From  Virtue's  fnield  (fecure  from  wound) 
Their  blunted  venom'd  fhafts  rebound. 
So  (hines  his  light  before  mankind. 
His  adlions  prove  his  honeft  mind.  10 

If  in  hi.s  country's  caufe  he  rife. 
Debating  fcnates  to  advife, 
Unbrib'd,  unaw'd,  he  dares  impart 
The  honeil  diftates  of  his  heart. 
No  minifterial  frown  he  fears,  1^ 

Eut  in  his  virtue  perfeveres. 

But  would  you  play  the  politician, 
Whofe  heart 's  averfe  to  intuition. 
Your  lips  at  all  times,  nay,  your  reafon, 
Muft  be  cohtrol'd  by  place  and  fcafon.  20 

What  Hatefman  could  his  power  fupport. 
Were  lying  tongues  forbid  the  court  ? 
Did  princely  ears  to  truth  attend, 
Whu  minifter  could  gain  his  end  f 

How 
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How  could  he  raife  his  tools  to  place,  25 

And  how  his  honeft  foes  difgrace  ? 

That  politician  tops  his  part. 
Who  readily  can  lye  with  art : 
The  man's  proficient  in  his  trade  ; 
His  power  is  ftrong,  his  fortune  's  made.  30 

By  that  the  intereft  of  the  throne 
Is  made  fubfervient  to  his  own  : 
By  that,  have  kings  of  old,   deluded. 
All  their  own  friends  for  his  excluded  : 
By  that,  his  felfifh  fchemes  purfuing,  35 

He  thrives  upon  the  public  ruin. 

Antiochus  *,  with  hardy  pace, 
Provok'd  the  dangers  of  the  chace  ; 
And,  loft  from  all  his  menial  train, 
Travers'd  the  wood  and  pathlefs  plain.  40 

A  cottage  lodg'd  the  royal  gueft ; 
The  Parthian  clown  brought  forth  his  beft. 
The  King  unknown  his  feaft  enjoy'd, 
And  various  chat  the  hours  employ'd. 
From  wine  what  fudden  friendllaip  fprings !        45 
Frankly  they  talk'd  of  courts  and  kings. 

"  We  country-folks  (the  Clown  replies) 
Could  ope  our  gracious  monarch's  eyes. 
The  King,   (as  all  our  neighbours  fay) 
?.light  he  (God  blefs  him  !)  have  his  way,-       50 
Is  found  at  heart,  and  means  our  good. 
And  he  would  do  it  if  he  could. 

Vol.  XXXVII.        L  If 

•  Plutarch. 
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If  truth  in  courts  were  not  forbid. 
Nor  kings  nor  fubjefts  would  be  rid. 
Were  he  in  power,  we  need  not  doubt  him  ;      5  5 
But,  that  transferr'd  to  thcfe  about  him. 
On  them  he  throws  the  regal  cares ; 
And  what  mind  they  ?  Their  own  affairs. 
If  fuch  rapacious  hands  he  trufl. 
The  bcft  of  men  may  feem  unjuil.  60 

From  kings  to  coblers  'tis  the  fame ; 
Bad  fervants  wound  their  mailer's  fame. 
In  this  our  neighbours  all  agree  : 
Would  the  King  knew  as  much  as  we  !" 
Here  he  ftopt  fhort.     Repofe  they  fought,         6^ 
The  Peafant  flept,  the  Monarch  thought. 
The  courtiers  learn'd,  at  early  dawn. 
Where  their  loft  Sovereign  was  withdrawn. 
The  guards'  approach  our  hoft  alarms ; 
With  gaudy  coats  the  cottage  fwarms.  -o 

The  crown  and  purple  robes  they  bring. 
And  proftrate  fall  before  the  King. 
The  Clown  was  call'd ;  the  royal  gueft 
By  due  reward  his  thanks  expreft. 
The  King  then,  turning  to  the  crowd,  75 

Who  fawningly  before  him  bow'd. 
Thus  fpoke.     "  Since,  bent  on  private  gain. 
Your  counfels  f.rft  mifled  my  reign. 
Taught  and  inform'd  by  you  alone. 
No  truth  the  royal  ear  hath  known,  80 

Till  here  converfmg  :  hence,  ye  crew; 
For  now  I  know  myfelf  and  you." 

Whene'er 
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Whene'er  the  royal  ear  's  engroft) 
State-lyes  but  little  genius  cou. 
The  favourite  then  fecurely  robs,  S5 

And  gleans  a  nation  by  his  jobbs. 
Franker  and  bolder  grown  in  ill. 
He  daily  poifons  dares  inftil ; 
And,  as  his  prefent  views  fuggeft. 
Inflames  and  fooths  the  royal  bread.  90 

Thus  wicked  minifters  opprefs. 
When  oft'  the  monarch  means  redrefs. 

Would  kings  their  private  fubjcfts  hear, 
A  minifter  mull  talk  with  fear; 
If  honefty  oppos'd  his  views,  95 

He  dar'd  not  innocence  accufe  ; 
'Twould  keep  him  in  Tuch  narrow  bound. 
He  could  not  right  and  wrong  confound. 
Happy  were  kings,  could  they  difclofe 
Their  real  friends  and  real  foes  !  100 

Were  both  themfelves  and  fubjefts  known, 
A  monarch's  will  might  be  his  own. 
Had  he  the  ufe  of  ears  and  eyes. 
Knaves  would  no  more  be  counted  wife. 
But  then  a  miniller  might  lofe  105 

(Hard  cafe  !)  his  own  ambitious  views. 
When  fuch  as  thefe  ha'v-e  vex'd  a  ftate, 
Purfued  by  univerfal  hate. 
Their  falfe  fupport  at  once  hath  fail'd. 
And  perfevering  truth  prevail'd.  i  lo 

Expos 'd,  their  train  of  fraud  is  feen  ; 
Truth  will  at  laft  remove  the  fcreen. 

L  2  A  Country 
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A  Country  'Squire,  by  whim  dircfted. 
The  true  ftanch  dogs  of  chace  neglefted. 
Beneath  his  board  no  hound  was  fed:  1 15 

His  hand  ne'er  ftroak'd  the  fpaniel's  head. 
A  fnappifh  Cur,  alone  careft. 
By  lyes  had  banifli'd  all  the  reft. 
Yap  had  his  ear ;  and  defamation 
Gave  him  full  fcope  of  converfation.  1 20 

His  fycophants  muft  be  preferr'd; 
Room  muft  be  made  for  all  his  herd  : 
Wherefore,  to  bring  his  fchemes  about. 
Old  faithful  fervants  all  muft  out. 

The  Cur  on  every  creature  flew  125 

(As  other  great  men's  puppies  do), 
Unlefs  due  court  to  him  were  fhown. 
And  both  their  face  and  bufmefs  known  : 
No  honeft  tongue  an  audience  found  ; 
He  worried  all  the  tenants  round  ;  1 30 

For  why  ?  he  liv'd  in  conftant  fear. 
Left  truth  by  chance  fhould  interfere. 
If  any  ftranger  dar'd  intrude. 
The  noify  Cur  his  heels  purfued. 
Now  fierce  with  rage,  now  ftruck  with  dread,     135 
At  once  he  fnarl'd,  bit,  and  fled. 
Aloof  he  bays,  with  briftling  hair. 
And  thus  in  fecret  growls  his  fear  : 
"  Who  knows  but  Truth,   in  this  difguife. 
May  fruftrate  my  beft-guarded  lyes  ?  140 

Should  ftie  (thus  mafk'd)  admittance  find. 
That  very  hour  my  ruin  's  fign'd." 

Now, 
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Now,  in  his  howl's  continued  found. 
Their  words  were  loft,  the  voice  was  drown'd. 
Ever  in  awe  of  honeft  tongues,  145 

Thus  every  day  he  ftrain'd  his  lungs. 

It  happen'd,  in  ill-omen'd  hour. 
That  Yap,  unmindful  of  his  pov/er, 
Forfook  his  poll:,  to  love  inclin'd  ; 
A  favourite  bitch  was  in  the  wind.  ijo 

By  her  feduc'd,  in  amorous  play. 
They  friik'd  the  joyous  hours  away. 
Thus  by  untimely  love  purfuing. 
Like  Antony  he  fought  his  ruin. 

For  now  the  'Squire,  unvex'd  with  noife,      155 
An  honeft  neighbour's  chat  enjoys. 
*'  Be  free,  fays  he;  your  mind  impart; 
I  love  a  friendly  open  heart. 
Methinks  my  tenants  ftiun  my  gate  ; 
Why  fuch  a  ftranger  grown  of  late  ?  1 60 

Pray  tell  me  what  offence  they  find  : 
'Tis  plain  they  're  not  fo  well  inclin'd." 

"  Turn  off  your  Cur  (the  Farmer  cries) 
Who  feeds  your  ear  with  daily  lyes. 
His  fnarling  infolence  offends  :  1 6^ 

'Tis  he  that  keeps  you  from  your  friends. 
Were  but  that  faucy  puppy  checkt. 
You  'd  find  again  the  fame  refpeft. 
Hear  only  him,  he  '11  fwear  it  too. 
That  all  our  hatred  is  to  you.  \jq 

But  learn  from  us  your  true  eftate ; 
'Tis  that  curs'd  Cur  alone  we  hate." 

L  3  The 
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The  'Squire  heard  Truth.    Now  Yap  rufh'd  in  ; 
The  wide  hall  echoes  with  his  din ; 
Yet  Truth  prevail'd  ;  and,  with  difgrace,        175 
The  dog  was  cudgel'd  out  of  place. 

F  A  B.  L  E     VII. 

THE     COUNTRYMAN     AND     JUPITER. 

To  Myfelf. 
ttAVE  you  a  friend  (look  round  and  fpy) 
■'-■■'   So  fond,  fo  prepofTefs'd  as  T  ? 
Your  faults,  fo  obvious  to  mankind. 
My  ps.rtial  eyes  could  never  find. 
When  by  the  breath  of  Fortune  blown,  5 

Your  airy  caitlcs  were  overthrown. 
Have  I  been  ever  prone  to  blame. 
Or  mortify'd  your  hours  with  Ihame  ? 
Was  1  e'er  known  to  damp  your  fpirit. 
Or  twit  you  with  the  want  of  merit .-'  10 

'Tis  not  fo  ftrange  that  Fortune's  frown 
Still  pcrfeveres  to  keep  you  down. 
Look  round,   and  fee  what  others  do. 
Would- you  be  rich  and  honeft  too  ? 
Have  you  (like  thofe  fhe  rais'd  to  place)  15 

Been  opportunely  mean  and  bafe  ? 
Have  you  (as  times  requir'd)  refign'd 
Truth,  honour,  virtue,  peace  of  mind  ? 
If  thefe  are  fcruples,  give  her  o'er; 
Write,  praclife  morals,  and  be  poor.  20 

The 
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The  gifts  of  Fortune  truly  rate. 
Then  tell  me  what  would  mend  your  ftate. 
If  happinefs  on  wealth  were  built. 
Rich  rogues  might  comfort  find  in  guilt. 
As  grows  the  mifer's  hoarded  ftore,  25 

Kis  fears,  his  wants,  increafe  the  more. 

Think,  Gay,   (what  ne'er  may  be  the  cafe) 
Should  Fortune  take  you  into  grace. 
Would  that  your  happinefs  augment  ? 
What  can  fhe  give  beyond  content  ?  30 

Suppofe  yourfelf  a  wealthy  heir. 
With  a  vaft  annual  income  clear  ! 
Tn  all  the  affluence  you  pofTefs, 
You  might  not  feel  one  care  the  lefs. 
Might  you  not  then  (like  others)  find  35 

With  change  of  fortune  change  of  mind  ? 
Perhaps,    profufe  beyond  all  rule. 
You  might  ftart  out  a  glaring  fool ; 
Your  luxury  might  break  all  bounds  : 
Plate,  table,  horfes,   flewards,  hounds,  40 

Might  fwell  your  debts  :  then,  lull  of  play 
No  regal  income  can  defray. 
Sunk  is  all  credit,  writs  aflail, 
And  doom  your  future  life  to  gaol. 

Or,  were  you  dignify'd  with  power,  4- 

Would  that  avert  one  penfive  hour  ? 
You  might  give  avarice  its  fwing. 
Defraud  a  nation,  blind  a  king  : 
Then,  from  the  hirelings  in  your  caufe 
Though  daily  fed  with  falfe  applaufe,  50 

L  4  Could 
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Could  it  a  real  joy  impart  ? 

Great  guilt  knew  never  joy  at  heart. 

Is  happinefs  your  point  in  view  ? 
(I  mean  th'  intrinfic  and  the  true) 
She  nor  in  camps  or  courts  rcfides,  55 

Nor  in  the  humble  cottage  hides  ; 
Yet  found  alike  in  every  fphere ; 
Who  finds  content,  will  find  her  there. 

O'erfpcnt  with  toil,  beneath  the  Ihade, 
A  Peafant  reiled  on  his  fpade.  60 

•'  Good  Gods !  he  cries,  'tis  hard  to  bear 
This  load  of  life  from  year  to  year  ! 
Soon  as  the  morning  ftreaks  the  fkies, 
Induftrious  Labour  bids  me  rife  ; 
With  fweat  I  earn  my  homely  fare,  65 

And  every  day  renews  my  care." 

Jove  heard  the  difcontented  ftrain. 
And  thus  rebuk'd  the  murmuring  fwain. 

"  Speak  out  your  wants,  then,  honeft  Fi-iend  : 
Unjuil  complaints  the  gods  offend,  70 

If  you  repine  at  partial  Fate, 
Inftru£t  me  what  could  mend  your  ftate. 
Mankind  in  every  ftation  fee. 
What  wifh  you?  tell  me  what  you  'd  be." 

So  faid,  upborne  upon  a  cloud,  75 

The  Clown  furvey'd  the  anxious  crowd. 

*'  Yon'  face  of  care,  fays  Jove,  behold. 
His  bulky  bags  are  fill'd  with  gold. 
See  with  what  joy  he  counts  it  o'er  ! 
That  fum  to-day  hath  fwell'd  his  ftore."  80 

t(  Were 
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"  Were  I  that  man,   (the  Peafant  cry'd) 
What  bleffing  could  I  afk  befide  r" 

*'  Hold,  fays  the  God ;  firft  learn  to  know 
True  happinefs  from  outward  fhow. 
This  optic  glafs  of  intuition—  85 

Here,  take  it,  view  his  true  condition." 

He  look'd,    and  faw  the  mifer's  breaft 
A  troubled  ocean,  ne'er  at  reft  ; 
Want  ever  flares  him  in  the  face. 
And  fear  anticipates  difgrace  :  90 

With  confcious  guilt  he  faw  him  ftart ; 
Extortion  gnaws  his  throbbing  heart; 
And  never,  or  in  thought  or  dream. 
His  breaft  admits  one  happy  gleam. 

"  May  Jove,  he  cries,  rejeft  my  prayer,         95 
And  guard  my  life  from  guilt  and  care  ! 
My  foul  abhors  that  wretch's  fate. 

0  keep  me  in  my  humble  ftate  I 
But  fee,  amidft  a  gawdy  crowd. 

Yon'  minifter  fo  gay  and  proud  ;  1 00 

On  him  v/hat  happinefs  attends. 

Who  thus  rewards  his  grateful  friends!" 

"  Firft  take  the  glafs,  the  God  replies; 
Man  views  the  world  with  partial  eyes." 

"  Good  Gods !  exclaims  the  ftartled  wight,  105 
Defend  me  from  this  hideous  fight  I 
Corruption  with  corrofive  fmart 
Lies  cankering  on  his  guilty  heart : 

1  fee  him  with  polluted  hand 

Spread  the  contagion  o'er  the  land.  1 10 

Now 
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Now  Avarice  with  infatiate  jaws. 
Now  Rapine  with  her  harpy  claws. 
His  bofom  tears.     His  confcious  breaft 
Groans  with  a  load  of  crimes  oppreft. 
See  him,  mad  and  drunk  with  power,  115 

Stand  tottering  on  Ambition's  tower. 
Sometimes,  in  fpeeches  vain  and  proud. 
His  boalb  infult  the  nether  crowd  ; 
Now,  feiz'd  with  giddinefs  and  fear. 
He  trembles  lell  his  fall  is  near."  120 

"  Was  ever  wretch  like  this  1  he  cries; 
Such  mifery  in  fuch  difguife  ! 
The  change,  O  Jove  !  I  difa\  ow  ; 
Still  be  my  lot  the  fpade  and  plough.'* 

He  next,   confirm'd  by  fpeculation,  125 

Rejects  the  lawyer's  occupation  ; 
For  he  the  ftatefman  feem'd  in  part. 
And  bore  fimilitude  of  heart. 
Nor  did  the  foldier's  trade  inflame 
His  hopes  with  thirft  of  fpoil  and  fame.  130 

The  miferies  of  war  he  mourn'd ; 
Whole  nations  into  deferts  turn'd. 

•'  By  thefe  have  laws  and  rights  been  brav'd ; 
By  thefe  was  free-born  man  enflav'd: 
When  battles  and  invafion  ceafe,  135 

Why  fwarm  they  in  the  lands  of  peace  ? 
Such  change  (fays  he)  may  I  decline; 
The  fey  the  and  civil  arms  be  mine  !" 

Thus,  weighing  life  in  each  condition. 
The  Clown  withdrew  liis  rafli  petition.  140 

When 
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When  thus  the  God:  "  How  mortals  err ! 

If  you  true  happinefs  prefer, 

'Tis  to  no  rank  of  life  confin'd. 

But  dwells  in  every  honefl:  mind. 

Be  juftice  then  your  fole  purfuit :  145 

Plant  virtue,  and  content 's  the  fruit.'* 
So  Jove,  to  gratify  the  Clown, 

Where  iirft  he  found  him,  fet  him  down. 

FABLE     VIII. 

THE  MAN,   THE  CAT,   THE  DOG,  AND  THE   FLY. 

To  my  native  Country. 

TTAIL,  happy  land!  whofe  fertile  grounds 

*"       The  liquid  fence  of  Neptune  bounds ; 

By  bounteous  Xature  fet  apart. 

The  feat  of  Indullry  and  Art  1 

O  Britain  !   chcfen  port  of  trade,  5 

May  luxury  ne'er  thy  fons  invade  ! 

May  never  miniiler  (intent 

His  private  treafures  to  augment) 

Corrupt  thy  ftate  I  If  jealous  foes 

Thy  rights  of  com.merce  dare  oppofe>  10 

Shall  not  thy  fleets  their  rapine  awe  ? 

Who  is 't  prefcribes  the  ocean  law  ? 

Whenever  neighbouring  ftates  contend, 
'Tis  thine  to  be  the  general  friend. 
What  is  't  who  rules  in  other  lands  ?  I  j 

On  trade  alone  thy  glory  Hands ; 

That 
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That  benefit  is  unconfin'd, 

DifFufing  good  among  mankind  : 

That  firft  gave  luftre  to  thy  reigns. 

And  fcatter'd  plenty  o'er  thy  plains :  zo 

'Tis  that  alone  thy  wealth  fupplies, 

And  draws  all  Europe's  envious  eyes. 

Be  commerce,  then,  thy  fole  defign; 

Keep  that,  and  all  the  world  is  thine. 

When  naval  traffic  plows  the  main,  25 

Who  fliares  not  in  the  merchant's  gain  ? 
'Tis  that  fupports  the  regal  ftate. 
And  makes  the  farmer's  heart  elate : 
The  numerous  flocks  that  cloathe  the  land 
Can  fcarce  fupply  the  loom's  demand ;  30 

Prolific  culture  glads  the  fields. 
And  the  bare  heath  a  harveft  yields. 

Nature  expefts  mankind  (hould  fliare 
The  duties  of  the  public  care. 
Who  's  born  for  floth  ?  *  To  fome  we  find  35 

The  ploughfhare's  annual  toil  affign'd  : 
Some  at  the  founding  anvil  glow  ; 
Some  the  fwift-fliding  fhuttle  throw  ; 
Some,  ftudious  of  the  wind  and  tide. 
From  pole  to  pole  our  commerce  guide  :  40 

Some  (taught  by  induftry)  impart 
With  hands  and  feet  the  works  of  art ; 
While  fome,  of  genius  more  refin'd. 
With  head  and  tongue  affift  mankind. 


Each, 


Barrow< 


FABLES.    Part  II.  157 

Each,  aiming  at  one  common  end,  45 

Proves  to  the  whole  a  needful  friend. 
Thus,  born  each  other's  ufeful  aid. 
By  turns  are  obligations  paid. 

The  monarch,  when  his  table  's  fpread. 
Is  to  the  clown  oblig'd  for  bread ;  50 

And,  when  in  all  his  glory  dreft. 
Owes  to  the  loom  his  royal  veft. 
Do  not  the  mafon's  toil  and  care 
Protedl  him  from  th'  inclement  air  ? 
Does  not  the  cutler's  art  fupply  55 

The  ornament  that  guards  his  thigh  ? 
All  thefe,  in  duty  to  the  throne. 
Their  common  obligations  own. 
'Tis  he  (his  own  and  people's  caufe) 
Protefts  their  properties  and  laws.  60 

Thus  they  their  honeft  toil  employ. 
And  with  content  the  fruits  enjoy. 
In  every  rank,  or  great  or  fmall, 
'Tis  induftry  fupports  us  all. 

The  animals,  by  want  opprefs'd,  65 

To  man  their  fervices  addrefs'd  : 
While  each  purfu'd  their  felfiih  good. 
They  hunger'd  for  precarious  food  : 
Their  hours  with  anxious  cares  were  vext; 
One  day  they  fed,  and  ftarv'd  the  next :  70 

They  faw  that  plenty,  fure  and  rife. 
Was  found  alone  in  focial  life  ; 
That  mutual  induftry  profefs'd. 
The  various  wants  of  man  redrefs'd. 

The 
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The  Cat,  half  famifli'd,  lean  and  weak,       75 
Demands  the  privilege  to  fpeak. 

"  Well,  Puis,   (fays  Man)  and  what  can  you 
To  benefit  the  public  do  ?" 

The  Cat  replies,  "  Thefe  teeth,  thefc  claws. 
With  vigilance  fhall  ferve  the  caufe.  80 

The  moufe,   deftroy'd  by  my  purfuit, 
No  longer  fhall  your  feafts  pollute  ; 
Nor  rats,  from  nightly  ambufcade. 
With  wartcful  teeth  your  llores  invade." 

"  I  grant,  fays  Man,  to  general  ufe  85 

Your  parts  and  talents  may  conduce  ; 
For  rats  and  mice  purloin  our  grain. 
And  threfhers  whirl  the  flail  in  vain  : 
Thus  fliall  the  Cat,  a  foe  to  fpoil, 
Protedl  the  farmer's  honeft  toil."  90 

Then  turning  to  the  Dog,  he  cry'd, 
*'  Weil,  Sir,  be  next  your  merits  try'd." 

"  Sir,  fays  the  Dog,  by  felf-applaufe 
We  feem  to  own  a  friendlefs  caufe. 
Afk  thofe  who  know  me,  if  diflrufl:  95 

E'er  found  me  treacherous  or  unjufl:  ? 
Did  I  e'er  faith  or  friendfhip  break  ? 
Afk  all  thofe  creatures ;  let  them  fpeak. 
My  vigilance  and  trulty  zeal 
Perhaps  might  ferve  the  public  weal.  100 

Might  not  your  flocks  in  fafety  feed. 
Were  I  to  guard  the  fleecy  breed  ? 
Did  I  the  nightly  watches  keep. 
Could  thieves  invade  ycu  while  you  fleep  > 

The 
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The  Man  replies.  •''  Tis  jult  and  right;      105 
Rewards  fuch  fervice  fhould  requite. 
So  rare,  in  property,  we  find 
Trult  uncorrupt  among  mankind. 
That,  taken  in  a  public  view. 
The  firft  diflinftion  is  your  due.  1 10 

Such  merits  all  reward  tranfcend  : 
Be  then  my  comrade  and  my  friend." 

Addreffing  now  the  Fly  :  "  From  you 
What  public  fervice  can  accrue  ?" 
*'  From  me  !    (the  fluttering  infeft  faid)  1 1  5 

I  thought  you  knew  me  better  bred. 
Sir,  I  'm  a  gentleman.     Is 't  fit 
That  I  to  induftry  fubmit  ? 
Let  mean  mechanics,  to  be  fed. 
By  bufinefs  earn  ignoble  bread;  120 

Loft  in  excefs  of  daily  joys. 
No  thought,  no  care,  my  life  annoys. 
At  noon  (the  lady's  matin  hour) 
I  fip  the  tea's  delicious  flower. 
On  cates  luxurioufly  I  dine,  1 25 

And  drink  the  fragrance  of  the  vine. 
Studious  of  elegance  and  eafe, 
Myfelf  alone  I  feek  to  pleafe." 

The  Man  his  pert  concei:;  derides. 
And  thus  the  ufelefs  coxcomb  chides :  130 

"  Hence,  from  that  peach,  that  downy  feat; 
No  idle  fool  defervcs  to  eat. 
Could  you  have  fapp'd  the  blufliing  rind. 
And  on  that  pulp  ambroflal  din'd  ; 

Had 
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Had  not  fome  hand,  with  (kill  and  toil,  135 

To  raife  the  tree,  prepar'd  the  foil  ? 

Confider,  Sot,  what  would  enfue. 

Were  all  fuch  worthlefs  things  as  you. 

You  'd  foon  be  forc'd  (by  hunger  ftung) 

To  make  your  dirty  meals  on  dung,  140 

On  which  fuch  defpicable  need, 

Unpitied,  is  reduc'd  to  feed. 

Befides,  vain  felfifh  Infeft,  learn, 

(If  you  can  right  and  v/rong  difcern) 

That  he  who,  with  induftrious  zeal,  145 

Contributes  to  the  public  weal. 

By  adding  to  the  common  good. 

His  own  hath  rightly  underftood." 

So  faying,  with  a  fudden  blow 
He  laid  the  noxious  vagrant  low.  1-0 

Crufh'd  in  his  luxury  and  pride. 
The  fpunger  on  the  publick  dy'd. 

FABLE     TX. 

THE  JACKALL,  LEOPARD,  AND  OTHER  BEASTS. 

To  a  modern  Politician. 

T  GRANT  corruption  fways  mankind; 
That  intereft,  too,  perverts  the  mind ; 
That  bribes  have  blinded  common  fenfe, 
Foil'd  reafon,  truth,  and  eloquence  : 
I  grant  you,  too,  our  prefent  crimes  5 

Can  equal  thofe  of  former  times. 

Againft 
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Againft  plain  fails  fiiall  I  engage. 

To  vindicate  our  righteous  age  ? 

I  know  that  in  a  modern  iifl 

Bribes  in  full  energy  fubfift.  lO 

Since  then  thefe  arguments  prevail. 

And  itching  palms  are  ftill  fo  frail, 

Hence  Politicians,  you  fuggeft, 

Should  drive  the  nail  that  goes  the  beftj 

That  it  fnows  parts  and  penetration,  15 

To  ply  men  with  the  right  temptation. 

To  this  I  humbly  muft  difTent, 
Premifmg,  no  refledlion  's  meant. 

Does  juftice  or  the  client's  fenfe 
Teach  lawyers  either  iide's  defence  ?  20 

The  fee  gives  eloquence  its  fpirit ; 
That  only  is  the  client's  merit. 
Does  art,  wit,  wifdom,  or  addrefs. 
Obtain  the  proflitute's  carefs  ? 
The  guinea  (as  in  other  trades)  25 

From  every  hand  alike  perfuades. 
Man,  Scripture  fays,  is  prone  to  evil  ; 
But  does  that  vindicate  the  devil  ? 
Belides,  the  more  mankind  are  prone. 
The  lefs  the  devil's  parts  are  fhovvn.  ^o 

Corruption  's  not  of  modern  date  ; 
It  hath  been  try'd  in  every  ftate  ; 
Great  knaves  of  old  their  power  have  fenc'd  j 
By  places,  penfions,  bribes,  difpens'd; 
By  thefe  they  glory'd  in  fuccefs,  3c 

And  impudently  dar'd  opprefs ; 

Vol.  XXXVII.         M  By 
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By  thcfc  dcfpoticly  they  fway'cl. 

And  flaves  extoU'd  the  hand  that  pay'd  ; 

Nor  parts  nor  genius  were  employ 'd. 

By  thcfe  alone  were  realms  dcftroy'd.  40 

Now  fee  thefe  wretches  in  diigrace, 
Stript  of  their  trcafures,  power,  and  place; 
View  them  abandon'd  and  forlorn. 
Expos 'd  to  fuch  reproach  and  fcorn. 
What  now  is  all  your  pride,  your  boafl  i*  35 

Where  arc  your  flaves,  your  flattering  hoft ! 
What  tongues  now  feed  you  with  applaufe  ? 
Where  are  the  champions  of  your  caufe  ? 
Now  ev'n  that  very  fawning  train. 
Which  fliar'd  the  gleanings  of  your  gain,  50 

Prefi  foremoft  who  (hall  firft  accufe 
Your  felfidi  jobbs,  your  paltry  views. 
Your  narrow  fchemes,  your  breach  of  trufl. 
And  want  of  talents  to  be  juft. 

V/hat  fools  were  thefe  amidft  their  power  I      55 
How  thoughtlefs  of  their  adverfe  hour  ! 
What  friends  were  made  ?     A  hireling  herd. 
For  temporary  votes  preferr'd. 
Was  it  thefe  fycophants  to  get. 
Your  bounty  fvvell'd  a  nation's  debt  ?  60 

You  're  bit :  for  thefe,  like  Swifs,  attend  j 
No  longer  pay,  no  longer  friend. 

The  Lion  is  (beyond  difpute) 
Allow'd  the  moft  majertic  brute  ; 
His  valour  and  his  generous  mind  6^ 

Prove  him  fuperior  of  his  kind  : 

Yet 
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Yet  to  Jackalls  (as  'tis  averr'd) 

Some  Lions  have  their  power  transferr'd ; 

As  if  the  parts  of  pimps  and  fpies 

To  govern  forefts  could  fufHce.  70 

Once,  ftudious  of  his  private  good, 
A  proud  Jackall  opprefs'd  the  vvood  ; 
To  cram  his  own  infatiate  jav/s. 
Invaded  property  and  laws. 

The  foreft  groans  with  difccntent,  75 

Frefh  wrongs  the  general  hate  foment. 
The  fpreading  murmurs  reach'd  his  ear; 
His  fecret  hours  were  vex'd  with  fear. 
Night  after  night  he  weighs  the  cafe. 
And  feels  the  terrors  of  difgrace.  80 

"  By  friends  (fays  he)  I  '11  guard  my  feat. 
By  thofe  malicious  tongues  defeat ; 
I  '11  ftrengthen  power  by  nevv^  allies. 
And  all  my  clamorous  foes  defpife." 

To  make  the  generous  beafts  his  friends,      85 
He  cringes,  fawns,  and  condefcends  ; 
But  thofe  repuls'd  his  abjeft  court. 
And  fcorn'd  oppreffion  to  fupport. 
Friends  muft  be  had.     He  can't  fubfift. 
Bribes  Ihall  new  profelytes  inlift :  50 

But  thefe  nought  weigh'd  in  honeft  paws ; 
For  bribes  confefs  a  wicked  caufe  : 
Yet  think  not  every  pavv^  withftands 
What  hath  prevaU'd  in  human  hands. 

A  tempting  turnip's  filver  fkin  p- 

Drew  a  bafe  Hog  through  thick  and  thin : 

M  2  Bought 
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Bouglit  with  ;i  Stag's  delicious  haunch. 
The  mercenary  Wolf  was  ftaunch  : 
The  convert  Fox  grew  warm  and  hearty, 
A  pullet  gain'd  him  to  the  party  :  lOO 

The  golden -pippin  in  his  fill, 
A  chattering  Monkey  join'd  the  lift. 

Butfoon,  expos'd  to  public  hate. 
The  favourite's  fall  redrcfs'd  the  ftate. 
The  Leopard,  vindicating  right,  105 

Had  brought  his  fecret  frauds  to  light. 
As  rats,  before  the  manfion  falls, 
Defert  late  hofpi table  walls, 
.In  fhoals  the  fervile  creatures  run. 
To  bow  before  the  rifing  fun.  lio 

The  Hog  with  warmth  exprefs'd  his  zeal. 
And  was  for  hanging  thofe  that  fteal ; 
But  hop'd,  though  low,  the  public  hoard 
Might  half  a  turnip  ftill  afford. 
Since  faving  meafures  were  profeft,  1 15 

A  lamb's  head  was  the  Wolf's  requeft. 
The  Fox  fubmitted,  if  to  touch 
A  gofling  would  be  deem'd  too  much. 
The  Monkey  thought  his  grin  and  chatter 
Might  afk  a  nut,  or  fome  fuch  matter.  120 

"  Ye  Hirelings !    hence!    (the  Leopard  cries) 
Your  venal  confcience  I  defpife. 
He,  who  the  public  good  intends. 
By  bribes  needs  never  purchafe  friends. 
Who  afts  this  juft,  this  open  part,  125 

Is  propt  by  every  honeil  heart. 

Corruption 
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Corruption  now  too  late  has  fhow'd. 
That  bribes  are  always  ill-beftow'd  ; 
By  you  your  bubbled  mafter  's  taught, 
Time-ferving  tools,  not  friends,  are  bought." 


no 
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THE     DEGENERATE     BEES. 

To  the  Rev.  Dr.  Swift,  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's. 

'T'^  HOUGH  courts  the  praftlfe  difallow, 

A  friend  at  all  times  I  '11  avow. 
In  politics  I  know  'tis  wrong  ; 
A  friendfhip  may  be  kept  too  long  ; 
And  what  they  call  the  prudent  part,  5 

Is  to  wear  intereft  next  the  heart. 
As  the  times  take  a  different  face. 
Old  friendfhips  fhould  to  new  give  place, 

I  know,  too,  you  have  many  foes. 
That  owning  you  is  fharing  thofe ;  lO 

That  every  knave  in  every  ftation. 
Of  high  and  low  denomination. 
For  what  you  fpeak,  and  what  you  write, 
Dread  you  at  once,  and  bear  you  fpite. 
Such  freedoms  in  your  works  are  fiiown,  15 

They  can't  enjoy  what 's  not  their  own. 
All  dunces,  too,  in  church  and  Hate, 
In  frothy  nonfenfe  fhew  their  hate  j 

M  3  With 
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With  al!  tlic  petty  fcribbling  crew 
(And  thofe  pert  fots  are  not  a  few),  20 

'Gainfl;  you  and  Pope  their  envy  fpurt. 
The  bockfellcrs  alone  are  hurt. 

Good  Gods  !  by  what  a  powerful  race 
(For  blockheads  may  have  power  and  place) 
Are  fcandals  rais'd,  and  libels  Vvrit !  25 

To  prove  your  hoiiefty  and  wit ! 
Think  with  ycurfelf :  thofe  worthy  men. 
You  know,  have  fufler'd  by  your  pen. 
From  them  you  'vc  nothing  but  your  due. 
From  hence,  'tis  plain,  your  friends  are  few.     30 
Except  myfclf,  I  know  of  none, 
Befides  the  wife  and  good  alone. 
To  fet  the  cafe  in  fairer  light, 
My  Fable  fliall  the  reft  recite. 
Which  (though  unlike  our  prefent  ftate)  35 

T  for  the  moral's  fake  relate. 

A  Bee  of  cunning,  not  of  parts. 
Luxurious,  negligent  of  arts. 
Rapacious,  arrogant,  and  vain. 
Greedy  of  power,  but  more  of  gain,  40 

Corruption  fow'd  throughout  the  hive  : 
By  petty  rogues  the  great  ones  thrive. 

As  power  and  wealth  his  views  iupply'd, 
'Twas  feen  in  overbearing  pride. 
^  With  him  loud  impudence  had  merit ;  45 

The  Bee  of  confcience  wanted  fpirit ; 
And  thofe  who  follow'd  honour's  rules 
Were  laugh'd  to  fcorn  for  f(jueamilh  fools. 

Wealth 
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Wealth  claim'd  diftindlion,  favour,  grace. 
And  poverty  alone  was  bafe.  50 

He  treated  induftry  with  flight, 
Unlefs  he  found  his  profit  by  't. 
Rights,  lav.-s,  and  liberties,  give  way. 
To  bring  Ms  felnih  fchemes  in  play. 
The  Avarm  forgot  the  common  toil,  55 

To  fliare  the  gleanings  of  his  fpoiL 

While  vulgar  fouls,  of  narrow  parts, 
Wall:e  life  in  lovv  mechanic  arts, 
Xiet  us  (fays  he),  to  genius  born. 
The  drudgery  of  our  fathers  fcorn.  60 

The  Wafp  and  Drone,  you  muft  agree, 
Live  with  more  elegance  than  we. 
Like  gentlemen  they  fport  and  play ; 
No  bufinefs  interrupts  the  day  : 
Their  hours  to  luxury  they  give,  65 

And  nobly  on  theii-  neighbours  live. 
A  fliubborn  Bee,  among  the  Avarm, 
With  honeft  indignation  warm. 
Thus  from  his  cell  Vv  ith  zeal  reply'd : 

"  I  flight  thy  frowns,  and  hate  thy  pride.     70 
The  laws  our  native  rights  proteft; 
Offending  thee,  I  thofe  refpedt. 
Shall  luxury  corrupt  the  hive, 
And  none  againfi  the  torrent  fdve  ? 
Exert  the  honour  of  your  race  ;  75 

He  builds  his  rife  on  your  difgrace, 
'Tis  induftry  our  ftate  m.aintains ; 
'Twas  honeft  toil  and  honefl  gains 

M  4  That 
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That  rais'd  our  fires  to  power  and  fame. 

Be  virtuous ;  fave  yourfelves  from  fhame.  80 

Know  that,  in  felfifli  ends  purfuing. 

You  fcramble  for  the  public  ruin." 

ile  fpoke ;  and,  from  his  cell  difmifs'd. 
Was  infolently  fcofF'd  and  hifs'd. 
With  him  a  friend  or  two  refign'd,  85 

Difdaining  the  degenerate  kind. 

"  Thefe  Drones  (fays  he),  thefe  infedls  vile, 
(I  treat  them  in  their  proper  flyle) 
May  for  a  time  opprefs  the  ftate : 
Ihey  own  our  virtue  by  their  hate ;  90 

By  that  our  merits  they  reveal. 
And  recommend  our  public  zeal ; 
Difgrac'd  by  this  corrupted  crew. 
We  're  honour'd  bv  the  virtuous  few. 


FABLE     XL 

THE     PACK-HORSE     AND     THE     CARRIER. 

To  a  young  Nobleman. 

"P  EGIN,  my  Lord,  in  early  youth, 

-"-^  To  fufTer,  nay,  encourage  truth ; 

And  blame  me  not  for  difrefpeft. 

If  I  the  flatterer's  llyle  rejeft ; 

With  that,  by  menial  tongues  fupply'd. 

You  're  daily  cocker'd  up  in  pride. 


The 
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The  tree  's  diftinguifh'd  by  the  fruit. 

Be  virtue  then  your  firft  purfuit ; 

Set  your  great  anceftcrs  in  view, 

Xiike  them  deferve  the  title  too;  10 

Like  them  ignoble  aftions  fcom ; 

Let  virtue  prove  you  greatly  born. 

Though  with  lefs  plate  their  fide-board  fhone. 

Their  confcience  always  was  their  own ; 

They  ne'er  at  levees  meanly  fawn'd,  1  r 

Nor  was  their  honour  yearly  pawn'd; 

Their  hands,  by  no  corruption  ftain'd. 

The  minifterial  bribe  difdain'd  ; 

They  ferv'd  the  crown  with  loyal  zeal. 

Yet,  jealous  of  the  public  weal,  20 

They  llood  the  bulwark  of  our  laws. 

And  wore  at  heart  their  country's  caufe  ; 

By  neither  place  or  penlion  bought. 

They  fpoke  and  voted  as  they  thought. 

Thus  did  your  iires  adorn  their  feat ;  25 

And  fuch  alone  are  truely  great. 
If  you  the  paths  of  learning  flight. 

You  're  but  a  dunce  in  llronger  light. 

In  foremoft  rank  the  coward  plac'd. 

Is  more  confpicuoufly  difgrac'd.  30 

If  you,  to  ferve  a  paltry  end. 

To  knaviih  jobbs  can  condefcend. 

We  pay  you  the  contempt  that's  due ; 

In  that  you  have  precedence  too. 

Whence  had  you  this  illuilrious  name  ?  35 

From  virtue  and  unblemilh'd  fame. 

By 
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By  birth  the  name  alone  defcends ; 
Your  honour  on  yourfelf  depends  : 
Think  not  your  coronet  can  hide 
Affuming  ignorance  and  pride.  40 

Learning  by  ftudy  mud  be  won ; 
'Twas  ne'er  entail'd  from  Ton  to  fon. 
Superior  worth  your  rank  requires  ; 
For  that  mankind  reveres  your  fires : 
If  you  degenerate  from  your  race,  45 

Their  merits  heighten  your  difgrace. 
A  Carrier,  every  night  and  morn. 
Would  fee  his  horfes  eat  their  corn  : 
This  funk  the  hoftler's  vails,   'tis  true  ; 

•  But  then  his  horfes  had  their  due.  50 
Were  we  fo  cautious  in  all  cafes. 

Small  gain  would  rife  from  greater  places. 

The  manger  now  had  all  its  meafure  ; 
He  heard  their  grinding  teeth  with  pleafure  ; 

•  When  all  at  once  confufion  rung  ;  55 
They  fnorted,  joftled,  bit,  and  flung. 

A  pack-horfe  turn'd  his  head  afide, 
Poaming,  his  eye-balls  fwell'd  with  pride. 

Good  Gods  !   (fays  he)  how  hard  's  my  lot ! 
Is  then  my  high  defcent  forgot  ?  60 

Reduc'd  to  drudgery  and  difgrace 
(A  life  unvvworthy  of  my  race), 
Muft  I,   too,  hear  the  vile  attacks 
Of  ragged  fcrubs  and  vulgar  hacks  ? 
See  fcurvy  Roan,  that  brute  ill-bred,  6^ 

Darco  from  the  manger  thruil  my  head  t 

Shall 
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vShall  I,  who  boaft  a  noble  line, 

On  oft'als  of  thefa  creatures  dine  ? 

Kiclc'd  by  old  Ball !  fo  mean  a  foe  ? 

My  honour  fuiFers  by  the  blow.  70 

Newmarket  fpeaks  my  grandfire's  fame  ; 

All  jockeys  ftill  revere  his  name: 

There,  yearly,  are  his  triumpl-s  told. 

There  all  his  maily  plates  enroll'd. 

Whene'er  led  forth  upon  the  plain,  75 

You  faw  him  v.ith  a  livery  train  ; 

Returning,  too,  with  laurels  crown'd. 

You  heard  the  drums  and  trumpets  found. 

Let  it  then.  Sir,  be  underftood, 

Refpeft  's  my  due,  for  I  have  blood."  So 

"  Vain-glorious  foci !   (the  Carrier  cry'd) 
Refpeft  was  never  paid  to  pride. 
Know  'twas  thy  giddy  wilful  heart 
Reduc'd  thee  to  this  flavilh  part. 
Did  not  thy  headftrong  youth  difdain  85 

To  learn  the  condudl  of  the  rein  ? 
Thus  coxcombs,  blind  to  real  merit. 
In  vicious  frolics  fancy  fpirit. 
What  is  't  to  me  by  whom  begot. 
Thou  reftive,   pert,  conceited  fot  ?  90 

Your  fires  I  reverence  ;   'tis  their  due  ; 
But,  worthlefs  fool,  what 's  that  to  you? 
Afk  all  the  Carriers  on  the  road. 
They  '11  fay,  thy  keeping  's  ill  beftow'd  ; 
Then  vaunt  no  more  thy  noble  race,  g^ 

That  neither  mends  thy  (Irength  or  pace* 

What 
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What  profits  me  thy  boaft  of  blood  ? 

An  afs  has  more  intrinfic  good. 

By  outward  Ihow  let 's  not  be  cheated  ; 

An  afs  fliould  like  an  afs  be  treated."  loo 


FABLE     XII. 

PAN     AND     FORTUNE, 

To  a  young  Heir. 

QOON  as  your  father's  death  was  known, 

(As  if  th'  eftate  had  been  their  own) 
The  gamefters  outwardly  expreft 
The  decent  joy  within  your  breall. 
So  lavifh  in  your  praife  they  grew,  5 

As  fpoke  their  certain  hopes  in  you. 

One  counts  your  income  of  the  year. 
How  much  in  ready  money  clear. 

**  No  houfe,  fays  he,  is  more  complete; 
The  garden  's  elegant  and  great.  10 

How  fine  the  park  around  it  lies  ! 
The  timber  's  of  a  noble  fize. 
Then  count  his  jewels  and  his  plate. 
Belides,  'tis  no  entail'd  eftate. 
If  cafh  run  low,  his  lands  in  fee  15 

Are,  or  for  fale  or  mortgage,  free." 

Thus  they,  before  you  threw  the  main. 
Seem  to  anticipate  their  gain. 

Would 


i 
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Would  you,  when  thieves  are  known  abroad, 

Bring  forth  your  treafures  in  the  road?  20 

Would  not  the  fool  abet  the  ftealth. 

Who  rafhly  thus  expos'd  his  wealth  ? 

Yet  this  you  do,  whene'er  you  play 

Among  the  gentlemen  of  prey. 

Could  fools  to  keep  their  own  contrive,         25 

On  what,  on  whom,  could  gameilers  thrive  r 

Is  it  in  charity  you  game. 

To  fave  your  worthy  gang  from  (hame  ? 

Unlefs  you  furnifh'd  daily  bread. 

Which  way  could  idlenefs  be  fed  ?  30 

Could  thefe  profeffors  of  deceit 

Within  the  law  no  longer  cheat. 

They  muft  run  bolder  rifks  for  prey, 

And  ftrip  the  traveller  on  the  way. 

Thus  in  your  annual  rents  they  fhare,  35 

And  'fcape  the  ncofe  from  year  to  year. 
Confider,  ere  ycu  make  the  bett. 

That  fum  might  crofs  your  taylor's  debt. 

When  you  the  pilfering  rattle  fhake. 

Is  not  your  honour,  too,  at  ftake  ?  40 

Muft  you  not  by  mean  lyes  evade 

To-morrow's  duns  from  every  trade ; 

By  promifes  fo  often  paid. 

Is  yet  your  taylor's  bill  defray'd  ? 

Muft  you  not  pitifully  fawn  4j 

To  have  your  butcher's  writ  withdrawn  ? 

This  muft  be  done.     In  debts  of  play. 

Your  honour  fuffers  no  delay; 

And 


1 74  GAY'S      POEMS. 

And  not  this  year's  and  next  year's  rent 

The  fons  of  rapine  can  content.  50 

Look  round,  the  wrecks  of  play  behold, 

Eftates  difmember'd,  mortgag'd,  foldl 

Their  owners  now,  to  gaols  confin'd. 

Show  equal  poverty  of  mind. 

Some,  who  the  fpoil  of  knaves  were  made,  55 

Too  late  attempt  to  learn  their  trade. 

Some,  for  the  folly  of  one  hour. 

Become  the  dirty  tools  of  power ; 

And,  with  the  mercenary  lilt. 

Upon  court-charity  fubfift.  60 

You  '11  find  at  laft  this  maxim  true. 

Fools  are  the  game  which  knaves  purfue. 
The  foreft  (a  whole  century's  (hade) 

Muft  be  one  wafteful  ruin  made : 

No  mercy  's  fhewn  to  age  or  kind;  65 

The  general  mafiacre  is  fign'd. 

The  park,  too,   fhares  the  dreadful  fate. 

For  duns  grow  louder  at  the  gate. 

Stern  clowns,  obedient  to  the  'fquire, 

(What  will  not  barbarous  hands  for  hire?)         70 

With  brawny  arms  repeat  the  ftroke ; 

Fall'n  are  the  elm  and  reverend  oak. 

Through  the  long  wood  loud  axes  found. 

And  Echo  groans  with  every  wound. 

To  fee  the  defolation  fpread,  75 

Pan  drops  a  tear,  and  hangs  his  head : 
His  bofom  now  with  fury  burns  ; 
Beneaih  his  hcof  the  dice  he  fpurns. 

CardSj 
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Cards,  too,  in  peevifh  pafllon  torn. 
The  fport  of  whirling  winds  are  borne.  80 

"  To  fnaiis  inveterate  hate  I  bear. 
Who  fpoil  the  verdure  of  the  year  ; 
The  caterpillar  I  deteft. 
The  blooming  Spring's  voracious  pell ; 
The  locuft,  too,  whofe  ravenous  band  85 

Spreads  fudden  famine  o'er  the  land. 
But  what  are  thefe  ?  the  dice's  throw 
At  once  hath  laid  a  forell  low. 
The  cards  are  dealt,  the  bett  is  made. 
And  the  wide  park  hath  loft  its  fliade.  go 

Thus  is  my  kingdom's  pride  defac'd. 
And  all  its  antient  glories  wafte. 
AH  this  (he  cries)  is  Fortune's  doing  : 
'Tis  thus  fhe  meditates  my  ruin. 
By  Fortune,  that  falfe,  fickle  jade,  95 

More  havock  in  one  hour  is  made. 
Than  all  the  hungry  infeft  race, 
Combin'd,  can  in  an  age  deface." 

Fortune,  by  chance,  who  near  him  paft, 
O'erheard  the  vile  afperfion  caft.  100 

"  Why,  Pan,  (fays  flie)  what 's  all  this  rant? 
'Tis  every  country-bubble's  cant. 
Am  I  the  patronefs  of  vice  ? 
Is  't  I  who  cog  or  palm  the  dice  ? 
Did  I  the  ftiUiHing  art  reveal,  I05 

To  mark  the  cards,  or  range  the  deal  ? 
In  all  th'  employments  men  purfue, 
1  mind  the  leaft  what  gamefters  do. 

There 
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There  may  (if  computation's  juft) 

One  now  and  then  my  conduft  truft.  HO 

I  blame  the  fool,  for  what  can  I, 

When  ninety-nine  my  power  defy  ? 

Thefe  truft  alone  their  fingers'  ends. 

And  not  one  Hake  on  me  depends. 

Whene'er  the  gaming-board  is  fet,  1 1  > 

Two  claffes  of  mankind  are  met  ; 

Eut,  if  we  count  the  greedy  race. 

The  knaves  fill  up  the  greater  fpace. 

'Tis  a  grofs  error  held  in  fchools. 

That  fortune  always  favours  fools.  120 

In  play  it  never  bears  difpute  ; 

That  dodlrine  thefe  fell'd  oaks  confute. 

Then  why  to  me  fuch  rancour  fhow  r 

'Tis  Folly,  Pan,  that  is  thy  foe. 

By  me  his  late  eftate  he  won,  1 25 

But  he  by  folly  was  undone." 


FABLE      XIII. 

VLUTUS,     CUPID,     AND     TIME. 

I^F  all  the  burdens  man  muft  bear, 
^"^   Time  feems  moll  galling  and  fevere : 
Beneath  this  grievous  load  opprefs'd. 
We  daily  meet  fome  friend  diftrefs'd. 

*•  What  can  one  do  ?  I  rofe  at  nine .''  5 

'Tis  full  fix  hours  before  we  dine  : 

Six 
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Six  hours !   no  earthly  thing  to  do  ! 
Would  I  had  doz'd  in  bed  till  two!" 

A  p?.mphlet  is  before  him  fpread. 
And  almoft  half  a  page  is  read ;  1  o 

Tir'd  with  the  ftudy  of  the  day. 
The  fluttering  fheets  are  tofs'd  away. 
He  opes  his  fnufF-box,  hums  an  air. 
Then  yawns,  and  flretches  in  his  chair. 

"  Not  twenty,  by  the  minute-hand!  15 

Good  Gods,  fays  he,  my  watch  rnufl  Hand! 
How  muddling  'tis  on  books  to  pore ! 
I  thought  I  'ad  read  an  hour  or  more. 
The  morning,  of  all  hours,  I  hate. 
One  can't  contrive  to  rife  too  late."  20 

To  make  the  minutes  fafter  run. 
Then,  too,  his  tirefome  felf  to  fhun, 
To  the  next  cofFee-houfe  he  fpeeds. 
Takes  up  the  news,  fome  fcraps  he  reads. 
Sauntering,  from  chair  to  chair  he  trails;  25 

Now  drinks  his  tea,  now  bites  his  nails. 
He  fpies  a  partner  of  his  woe ; 
By  chat  afflidlions  lighter  grow; 
Each  other's  grievances  they  fhare. 
And  thus  their  dreadful  hours  compare.  30 

Says  Tom,  "  Since  all  men  muft  confefs, 
That  Time  lies  heavy,  more  or  lefs. 
Why  fhould  it  be  fo  hard  to  get. 
Till  two,  a  party  at  Piquet? 
Play  might  relieve  the  lagging  morn:  35 

By  cards  long  wintery  nights  are  borne-. 

Vol.  XXXVIL        N  Does 
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Does  not  Quadrille  amufe  the  fair. 
Night  after  night,  throughout  the  year? 
Vapours  and  fpleen  forgot,  at  play 
They  cheat  uncounted  hours  away."  40 

"  My  cafe,  fays  Will,  then  mull  be  hard. 
By  want  of  flcill  from  play  debarr'd. 
Courders  kill  time  by  various  ways ; 
Dependence  wears  out  half  their  davs. 
How  happy  thefe,  whofe  time  ne'er  llands !       45 
Attendance  takes  it  off  their  hands. 
Were  it  not  for  this  curfed  fhower. 
The  Park  had  wil'd  away  an  hour. 
At  court,  without  or  place  or  view, 
.1  daily  lofe  an  hour  or  two :  50 

It  fully  anfwers  my  defign, 
When  I  have  pick'd  up  friends  to  dine ; 
The  tavern  makes  our  burden  light; 
Wine  puts  our  time  and  care  to  flight. 
At  fix  (hard  cafe!)  they  call  to  pay.  55 

Where  can  one  go?    I  hate  the  play. 
From  fix  till  ten !   unlefs  in  fleep, 
One  cannot  fpend  the  hours  (0  cheap. 
The  comedy 's  no  fooner  done. 
But  fome  aflembly  is  begun  ;  60 

Loitering  from  room  to  room  I  ftray, 
Converfe,  but  nothing  hear  or  fay  : 
Quite  tir'd,   from  fair  to  fair  I  roam. 
So  foon!   I  dread  the  thoughts  of  home. 
From  thence,  to  quicken  flow-pac'd  night,       65 
Again  my  tavern-friends  invite : 

Here, 
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Here,  too,  our  early  mornings  pafs. 
Till  drowfy  fleep  retard  the  glafs." 

Thus  they  their  wretched  life  bemoan. 
And  make  each  other's  cafe  their  own.  70 

Confider,  friends,  no  hour  rolls  on 
But  fomething  of  your  grief  is  gone. 
Were  you  to  fchemes  of  bufinefs  bred. 
Did  you  the  paths  of  learning  tread, 
Your  hours,  your  days,  would  fly  too  fall;       7; 
You  'd  then  regret  the  minute  pail. 
Time  's  fugitive  and  light  as  wind : 
'Tis  indolence  that  clogs  your  mind: 
That  load  from  off  your  fpirits  fhake. 
You  '11  own,  and  grieve  for,  your  millake.       80 
A  while  your  thoughtlefs  fpleen  fufpend. 
Then  read,  and  (if  you  can)  attend. 

As  Plutus,  to  divert  his  care, 
Walk'd  forth  one  morn  to  take  the  air, 
Cupid  o'ertook  his  ftrutting  pace.  65 

Each  ftar'd  upon  the  firanger's  face. 
Till  recolledion  fet  them  right, 
For  each  knevs^  th'  other  but  by  fight. 
After  fome  complimental  talk. 
Time  met  them,  bow'd,  and  join'd  their  walk.  00 
Their  chat  on  various  fubjeds  ran. 
But  mofl,  what  each  had  done  for  man. 
Plutus  afiumes  a  haughty  air, 
Juft  like  our  purfe-proud  fellows  here. 

"  Let  kings,  fays  he,  let  cobblers  tell,  9j 

Whofe  gifts  among  mankind  excel. 

N  2  ConfiJer 
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Confider  courts ;  what  draws  their  train  ? 
Think  you  'tis  loyalty  or  gain  ? 
That  ftatefman  hath  the  llrongeil  hold, 
Whofe  tool  of  politics  is  gold ;  l  co 

By  that,  in  former  reigns,  'tis  faid. 
The  knave  in  power  hath  fenates  led : 
By  that  alone  he  fway'd  debates, 
Enrich'd  himfelf,  and  beggar'd  ftates. 
Forego  your  boaft.     You  mull  conclude,         105 
That 's  mofl  efleem'd  that 's  moft  purfued. 
Think,  too,  in  what  a  woeful  plight 
That  wretch  mull  live  whofe  pocket 's  light. 
Are  not  his  hours  bv  want  depreft  ? 
Penurious  care  corrodes  his  brean.  no 

Without  refpeft,  or  love,  or  friends. 
His  folitary  day  defcends." 

"  You  might,  fays  Cupid,  doubt  my  parts. 
My  knowledge,  too,  in  human  hearts. 
Should  I  the  power  of  gold  difpute,  115 

Which  great  examples  might  confute. 
I  know,  when  nothing  elfe  prevails, 
Perfualive  money  feldom  fails ; 
That  beauty,  too,  (like  other  wares) 
Its  price,  as  well  as  confcience,  bears.  120 

'J'hen  marriage  (as  of  late  profeft) 
Is  but  a  money-jobb  at  beft. 
Confent,  compliance,  may  be  fold  ; 
But  love  's  beyond  the  price  of  gold. 
Smugglers  there  are,  who,  by  retail,  125 

Expofe  what  they  call  Love  to  fale-; 

Such 
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Such  bargains  are  an  arrant  cheat: 
You  purchafe  flattery  and  deceit. 
Thofe  who  true  love  have  ever  try'd 
(The  common  cares  of  life  fupply'd)  130 

No  wants  endure,  no  wifhes  make. 
But  every  real  joy  partake. 
All  comfort  on  themfelves  depends ; 
They  want  nor  power,  nor  wealth,  nor  friends. 
Love,  then,  haih  every  blifs  in  ftore ;  135 

'Tis  friendfhip,  and  'tis  fomething  more. 
Each  other  every  wifh  they  give: 
Not  to  know  love,  is  not  to  live." 

*'  Or  love,  or  money,  (Time  reply'd) 
Were  men  the  queftion  to  decide,  140 

Would  bear  the  prize:  on  both  intent. 
My  boon  's  neglefted  or  mif-fpent. 
'Tis  I  who  meafure  vital  fpace. 
And  deal  out  years  to  human  race. 
Though  little  priz'd,  and  feldom  fought,         145 
Without  me  love  and  gold  are  nought. 
How  does  the  mifer  time  employ  ? 
Did  I  e'er  fee  him  life  enjoy  ? 
By  me  forfook,  the  hoards  he  won 
Are  fcatter'd  by  his  lavilh  fon.  150 

By  me  all  ufeful  arts  are  gain'd : 
Wealth,  learning,  wifdom,  is  attain'd. 
Who  then  would  think  (fmce  fuch  my  power) 
That  e'er  I  knew  an  idle  hour? 
So  fubtle  and  fo  fvvifc  I  fly,  j-- 

Love  's  not  more  fugitive  than  I. 

N  3  Who 


i«j  G  A  Y'S    P  O  E  M  S. 

Who  hath  not  heard  coquettes  complain 

Of  days,  months,  years,  mif-fpent  in  vain  ? 

For  time  mifus'd  they  pine  and  wafte. 

And  love's  fweet  pleafures  never  tafte.  1 60 

Thofe  who  dlrcft  their  time  aright, 

If  love  or  wealth  tlieir  hopes  excite. 

In  each  purfuit  fit  hours  employ'd. 

And  both  by  time  have  been  enjoy'd. 

How  heedlefs  then  are  mortals  grown  !  165 

How  little  is  their  intereft  known  ! 

In  every  view  they  ought  to  mind  me, 

For,  when  once  loft,  they  never  find  me." 

He  fpoke.     The  gods  no  more  ccnteit. 
And  his  fuperior  gift  confeft,  l-o 

That  Time  (when  truly  underflood) 
Is  the  moft  precious  earthly  good. 

FABLE      XiV. 

THE  OWL,   THE  SWAN,   THE   COCK,  THE  SPIDER, 
THE   ASS,    AND    THE    FARMER. 


To  a  Mother. 

/CONVERSING  with  your  fprightly  boys, 
Your  eyes  have  fpoke  the  Mother's  joys. 
With  what  delight  I  've  heard  you  quote 
Their  fayings  in  imperfeft  note  ! 

I  grant,  in  body  and  in  mind  5 

Nature  appears  profufely  kind. 

Truft 


I 


FABLES.    Part  IF.  183 

Truil  not  to  that.     A&.  you  your  part; 
Imprint  jull  morals  on  their  heart; 
Impartially  their  talents  fcan: 
Juft  education  forms  the  man.  10 

Perhaps  (their  genius  yet  unknown) 
Each  lot  of  life  's  already  thrown ; 
That  this  fhall  plead,  the  next  (hall  fight. 
The  laft  aflert  the  church's  right. 
I  cenfure  not  the  fond  intent;  15 

But  how  precarious  is  th'  event! 
By  talents  mifapply'd  and  croft, 
Confider,  all  your  fons  are  loft. 

One  day  (the  tale  's  by  Martial  penn'd) 
A  father  thus  addrefs'd  his  friend :  20 

"  To  train  my  boy,  and  call  forth  fenfe. 
You  know  I  've  ftuck  at  no  expence; 
1  've  try'd  him  in  the  feveral  arts ; 
(The  lad,  no  doubt,  hath  latent  parts) 
Yet,  trying  all,  he  nothing  knows,  25 

But,  crab-like,  rather  backward  goes. 
Teach  me  what  yet  remains  undone ; 
'Tis  your  advice  ftiall  fix  my  fon." 

"  Sir,  fays  the  friend,  I  've  weigh'd  the  matter ; 
Excufe  me,  for  I  fcorn  to  flatter :  30 

Make  him  (nor  think  his  genius  checkt) 
A  herald  or  an  architeft." 

Perhaps  (as  commonly  'tis  known) 
He  heard  th'  advice,  and  took  his  own. 

The  boy  wants  vvit ;  he  's  fent  to  fchool,        3  5 
Where  learning  but  improves  the  fool. 

N  4  The 
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The  coUegc  next  muft  give  him  parts. 
And  cram  him  with  the  liberal  arts. 
Whetlier  he  blunders  at  the  bar. 
Or  owes  his  infamy  to  war ;  40 

Or  if  by  licence  or  degree 
The  fexton  lliare  the  doftor's  fee ; 
Or  from  the  pulpit  by  the  hour 
He  weekly  floods  of  nonf^-nfe  pour  ; 
We  find  (th'  intent  of  Nature  foil'd)!  45 

A  taylor  or  a  butcher  fpoil'd. 

Thus  minifiers  have  royal  boons 
Conferr'd  on  blockheads  and  buffoons : 
In  fpite  of  nature,  merit,  wit. 
Their  friends  for  every  poft  were  fit.  50 

But  nov/  let  every  Mufe  confefs 
That  merit  finds  its  due  fucccfs. 
Th'  examples  of  our  days  regard  ; 
Where  's  virtue  feen  without  rev.-ard  ? 
.  Diltinguiili'd  and  in  place  you  find  55 

Defer t  and  worth  of  every  kind. 
Survey  the  reverend  bench,  and  fee 
Religion,  learning,  piety : 
The  patron,  ere  he  recommends. 
Sees  his  own  image  in  his  friend's.  60 

Is  honjefty  difgrac'd  and  poor  ? 
What  is  't  to  us  what  was  before  ? 

We  all  of  times  corrupt  have  heard. 
When  paltry  minions  were  preferr'd ; 
When  all  great  oiHces,  by  dozens,  65 

Were  fili'd  by  brothers,  fons,  and  coufms. 

What 
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What  matter  ignorance  and  pride  r 

The  man  was  happily  ally'd.' 

Provided  that  his  clerk  was  good. 

What  though  he  nothing  underftood  ?  70 

In  church  and  Hate  the  forry  race 

Grew  more  confpicuous  fools  in  place. 

Such  heads,  as  then  a  treaty  made. 

Had  bungled  in  the  cobbler's  trade. 

Confider,  Patrons,  that  fuch  elves  75 

Expofe  your  folly  with  themfelves. 
'Tis  yours,  as  'tis  the  parent's  care, 
To  fix  each  genius  in  its  fphere. 
Your  partial  hand  can  wealth  difpenfe. 
But  never  give  a  blockhead  fenfe.  So 

An  Owl  of  magifterial  air. 
Of  folemn  voice,  of  brow  aullere, 
AfTum'd  the  pride  of  human  race, 
And  bore  his  wifdcm  in  his  face  ; 
Not  to  depreciate  learned  eyes,  85 

I  've  feen  a  pedant  look  as  wife. 

Within  a  barn,  from  noife  retir'd. 
He  fcorn'd  the  world,  himfelf  admir'd ; 
And,  like  an  ancient  fage,  conceal'd 
The  follies  public  life  reveal'd.  90 

Philofophers  of  old,  he  read. 
Their  country's  youth  to  fcience  bred. 
Their  manners  form'd  for  every  ftation. 
And  deftin'd  each  his  occupation. 
When  Xenophon,  by  numbers  brav'd,  95 

Retreated,  and  a  people  fav'd. 

That 
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That  laurel  was  not  all  his  own ; 
The  plant  by  Socrates  was  fown. 
To  Arillotle's  greater  name 
.  The  Macedonian  ow'd  his  fame.  1 00 

Th'  Athenian  bird,  with  pride  replete. 
Their  talents  equal'd  in  conceit. 
And,  copying  the  Socratic  rule. 
Set  up  for  maRer  of  a  fchool. 
Dogmatic  jargon  learnt  by  heart,  105 

Trite  fentences,  hard  terms  of  art. 
To  vulgar  ears  feem'd  fo  profound. 
They  fancy 'd  learning  in  the  found. 

The  fchool  had  fame ;  the  crowded  place 
With  pupils  fwarm'd  of  every  race.  HO 

With  thefe  the  Swan's  maternal  care 
Had  fent  her  fcarce-fledg'd  cygent  heir  : 
The  Hen  (though  fond  and  loath  to  part) 
Here  lodg'd  the  darling  of  her  heart: 
The  Spider,  of  mechanic  kind,  1 15 

Afpir'd  to  fcience  more  refin'd  ; 
The  Afs  learnt  metaphors  and  tropes. 
But  moft  on  mufic  iix'd  his  hopes. 

The  pupils  now,  advanc'd  in  age. 
Were  call'd  to  tread  life's  bufy  ftage;  120 

And  to  the  Mafter  'twas  fubmitted. 
That  each  might  to  his  part  be  fitted. 

"  The  Swan,  fays  he,  in  arms  fhall  Ihine  ; 
The  foldier's  glorious  toil  be  thine. 

The  Cock  fliall  mighty  wealth  attain  :  1 25 

Go,  feek  it  on  the  llormy  main. 

The 
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The  court  fhall  be  the  Spider's  fphere  : 
Power,  fortune,  fhall  reward  him  there. 

In  mufic's  art,  the  Afs's  fame 
Shall  emulate  Corelli's  name."  i  jO 

Each  took  the  part  that  he  advis'd. 
And  all  were  equally  defpis'd. 
A  Farmer,  at  his  folly  mov'd. 
The  dull  Preceptor  thus  reprov'd. 

"  Blockhead,  fays  he,  by  what  you  Ve  done,  135 
One  would  have  thought  them  each  your  fon  j 
For  parents,  to  their  ciFspring  blind, 
Confult  nor  parts  nor  turn  of  mind. 
But  ev'n  in  infancy  decree 

What  this,  what  tli'  other  fan  {hall  be.  1 40 

Had  you  with  judgement  weigh'd  the  cafe. 
Their  genius  thus  had  fix'd  their  place : 
The  Swan  had  learnt  the  failor's  art ; 
The  Cock  had  play'd  the  foldier's  part ; 
The  Spider  in  the  weaver's  trade  1 45 

With  credit  had  a  fortune  made ; 
But  for  the  foal,  in  every  clafs. 
The  blockhead  had  appear'd  an  Afs." 
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FABLE    XV. 
The  cook- maid, the  turn  spit, and  theox. 

To  a  poor  Man. 

/CONSIDER  man  in  every  fphere. 
Then  tell  me,  is  your  lot  fevere  ? 
•    'Tis  murmur,  difcontent,  diftruft. 
That  makes  you  wretched.     God  is  juft. 

I  grant,  the  hungry  muft  be  fed,  5 

That  toil,  too,  earns  thy  daily  bread. 
What  then  ?  Thy  wants  are  feen  and  known  ; 
^     But  every  mortal  feels  his  own. 
We  're  born  a  reftlefs,  needy  crew  : 
Shew  me  the  happier  man  than  you.  10 

Adam,  though  blefl:  above  his  kind, 
For  want  of  fecial  woman  pin'd. 
c  Eve's  wants  the  fubtle  ferpent  faw. 
Her  fickle  tafte  tranfgrefs'd  the  law  : 
Thus  fell  our  fire  ;   and  their  difgrace  1 5 

The  curfe  entail'd  on  human  race. 

When  Philip's  fon,  by  glory  led. 
Had  o'er  the  globe  his  empire  fpread  ; 
When  altars  to  his  name  were  drefb'd ; 
That  he  was  man,  his  tears  confefs'd.  zo 

The  hopes  of  avarice  are  check'd  : 
The  proud  man  always  wants  refpeft. 
What  various  wants  on  power  attend  ! 
Ambition  never  gains  its  end. 
r  Who 
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Who  hath  not  heard  the  rich  complain  2  - 

Of  furfeits  and  corporeal  pain  ? 

He,  barr'd  from  every  ufe  of  wealth. 

Envies  the  ploughman's  ftrength  and  health. 

Another,   in  a  beauteous  wife 

Pinds  all  the  miferies  of  life  :  30 

Domellic  jars  and  jealous  fear 

Imbitter  all  his  days  with  care. 

This  wants  an  heir  ;  the  line  is  loft : 

Why  was  that  vain  entail  engroft  ? 

Canft  thou  difcern  another's  mind  ?  35 

What  is  't  you  envy  ?     Envy  's  blind. 

Tell  Envy,  when  ihe  would  annoy. 

That  thoufands  want  what  you  enjoy. 

"  The  dinner  mull:  be  difh'd  at  one. 
Where  *s  this  vexatious  Turnfpit  gone  ?  40 

Unlefs  the  flculking  Cur  is  caught. 
The  furloin's  fpoilt,  and  I  'm  in  fault." 

Thus  faid,   (for  fure  you  '11  think  it  fit 
That  I  the  Cook-maid's  oaths  omit) 
V/ith  all  the  fury  of  a  cook,  45 

Her  cooler  kitchen  Nan  forfook  : 
The  broom-ftick  o'er  her  head  fhe  waves  ; 
She  fweats,  fhe  ftamps,  fhe  puffs,  fhe  raves  : 
The  fneaking  Cur  before  her  flies ; 
■  She  whiltles,  calls?  fair  fpeech  fhe  tries.  50 

Thefe  nought  avail.     Her  choler  burns  j 
The  flft  and  cudgel  threat  by  turns. 
With  hafty  ftride  flie  prefles  near  j 
He  flinks  aloof,  and  howls  with  fear. 

*'  Was 
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"  Wns  ever  Cur  fo  curs'd  !  (hecry'd)  55 

What  flar  did  at  my  birth  prefide  ! 
Am  I  for  life  by  compaft  bound 
To  tread  the  wheel's  eternal  round  ? 
Inglorious  taflc  !  of  all  our  race 
No  flave  is  half  fo  mean  and  bafe,  60 

Had  Fate  a  kinder  lot  aflign'd. 
And  form'd  me  of  the  lap-dog  kind, 
.1  then,  in  higher  life  employ'd, 
Had  indolence  and  eafe  enjoy'd ; 
And,  like  a  gentleman,  careft,  65 

Had  been  the  lady's  favourite  gueft : 
Or  were  I  fprung  from  fpaniel  line. 
Was  his  fagacious  noftril  mine. 
By  me,  their  never-erring  guide. 
From  wood  and  plain  their  feafts  fupply'd,        ^o 
Knights,  'fquires,  attendant  on  my  pace. 
Had  fliar'd  the  pleafures  of  the  chace. 
Endued  with  native  ftrength  and  fire, 
Why  call'd  I  not  the  lion  fire? 
A  lion  !  fuch  mean  views  I  fcorn  :  7^ 

Why  was  I  not  of  woman  born  ? 
Who  dares  with  reafon's  power  contend  ? 
On  man  we  brutal  {laves  depend  ; 
To  him  all  creatures  tribute  pay. 
And  luxury  employs  his  day."  80 

An  Ox  by  chance  o'erheard  his  moan, 
And  thus  rebuk'd  the  lazy  drone. 

"  Dare  you  at  partial  Fate  repine? 
How  kind  's  your  lot  compar'd  with  mine  I 

Decreed 
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Decreed  to  toil,  the  barbarous  knife  85 

Hath  fever'd  me  from  fecial  life ; 

Urg'd  by  the  ftimulating  goad, 

I  drag  the  cumbrous  waggon's  load  : 

'Tis  mine  to  tame  the  ftubborn  plain. 

Break  the  ftifFfoil,  and  houfe  the  grain:  90 

Yet  I  without  a  murmur  bear 

The  various  labours  of  the  year. 

But  then,  confider,  that  one  day 

(Perhaps  the  hour  's  not  far  away) 

You,  by  the  duties  of  your  port,  p^ 

Shall  turn  the  fpit  when  I  'm  the  roaft; 

And  for  reward  fhall  fhare  the  feaft, 

I  mean,  fhall  pick  my  bones  at  leaft.'* 

"  Till  now,  th'  aftonifh'd  Cur  replies, 
I  look'd  on  all  with  envious  eyes.  100 

How  falfe  we  judge  by  what  appears  ! 
All  creatures  feel  their  feveral  cares. 
If  thus  yon'  mighty  beaft  complains ; 
Perhaps  man  knows  fuperior  pains. 
Let  envy  then  no  more  torment:  105 

Think  on  the  Ox,  and  learn  content." 

Thus  faid,  clofe  following  at  her  heel. 
With  cheerful  heart  lie  mounts  the  wheel. 
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FABLE  XVI. 

THE  RAVEN,  THESE X TON,  AND  THE  EARTH- 
WORM. 

To  Laura. 

T    AURA,  methinks  you  're  over-nice. 

True  ;  flattery  is  a  Ihocking  vice : 
Yet  fure,  whene'er  the  praife  is  juft. 
One  may  commend  without  difguft. 
Am  I  a  privilege  deny'd,  .  5 

Indulg'd  by  every  tongue  befide  ? 
How  Angular  are  all  your  ways  ! 
A  woman,  and  averfe  to  praife  1 
If  'tis  offence  fuch  truths  to  tell. 
Why  do  your  merits  thus  excel?  10 

Since  then  I  dare  not  fpeak  my  mind, 
A  truth  confpicuous  to  mankind; 
Though  in  full  luftre  every  grace 
Diftinguifh  your  celeftial  face  ; 
Though  beauties  of  inferior  ray  1^ 

(Like  ihirs  before  the  orb  of  day) 
Turn  pale  and  fade ;  I  check  my  lays. 
Admiring  what  I  dare  not  praife. 

If  you  the  tribute  due  difdain. 
The  Mufe's  mortifying  flrain  20 

Shall,  like  a  woman  in  mere  fpite. 
Set  beauty  in  a  moral  light. 

Though  fuch  revenge  might  ihock  the  ear 
Of  many  a  celebrated  fair, 

I  me;.n 
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I  mean  that  fuperficial  race  25 

Whofe  thoughts  ne'er  reach  beyond  their  face ; 
What 's  that  to  you  ?    I  but  diipleafe 
Such  ever-girlifh  ears  as  thefe. 
Virtue  can  brook  the  tlioughts  of  age. 
That  lafts  the  fame  through  every  ftage.  30 

Though  you  by  time  muft  fuifer  more 
Than  ever  woman  loft  before. 
To  age  is  fuch  indifference  fliown. 
As  if  your  face  were  not  your  own. 
Were  you  by  Antoninus  taught  ?  35 

Or  is  it  native  ftrength  of  thought 
That  thus,  without  concern  or  fright. 
You  view  yourfelf  by  Reafon's  light? 

Thofe  eyes,  of  (o  divine  a  ray. 
What  are  they  ?    Mouldering,  mortal  day.       40 
Thofe  features,  caft  in  heavenly  mould. 
Shall,  like  my  coarfer  earth,  grow  old  j 
Like  common  grafs,  the  faireft  flower 
Muft  feel  the  hoary  feafon's  power. 

How  weak,  how  vain,  is  human  pride !        45 
Dares  man  upon  himfelf  confide  ? 
The  wretch,  who  glories  in  his  gain, 
AmafTes  heaps  on  heaps  in  vain. 
Why  lofe  we  life  in  anxious  cares. 
To  lay-in  hoards  for  future  years?  50 

Can  thofe  (when  tortur'd  by  difeafe) 
Cheer  our  fick  heart,  or  purchafe  eafe  ? 
Can  thofe  prolong  one  gafp  of  breath. 
Or  calm  the  troubled  hour  of  death  ? 

Vol,  XXXVII.        O  What's 
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What 's  beauty  ?    Call  ye  that  your  own  ?      55 
A  flower  that  fades  as  foon  as  blown. 
What 's  man  in  all  his  boaft  of  fway  ? 
Perhaps  the  tyrant  of  a  day. 

Alike  the  laws  of  life  take  place 
Through  every  branch  of  human  race.  60 

The  monarch  of  long  regal  line 
Was  rais'd  from  duft  as  frail  as  mine. 
Can  he  pour  health  into  his  veins. 
Or  cool  the  fever's  relllefs  pains? 
Can  he  (worn  down  in  Nature's  courfe)  65 

New-brace  his  feeble  nerves  with  force  ? 
Can  he  (how  vain  is  mortal  power  I ) 
Stretch  life  beyond  the  deftin'd  hour  ? 

Confider,  Man ;  weigh  well  thy  frame ; 
The  king,  the  beggar,  is  the  fame.  70 

Duft  form'd  us  all.     Each  breathes  his  day, 
Then  finks  into  his  native  clay. 

Beneath  a  venerable  yew. 
That  in  the  lonely  church-yard  grew. 
Two  Ravens  fate.     In  folemn  croak  75 

Thus  one  his  hungry  friend  befpoke. 

**  Methinks  I  fcent  fome  rich  repaft ; 
The  favour  ftrengthens  with  the  blaft ; 
SnufF  then,  the  promis'd  feaft  inhale ; 
•I  tafte  the  carcafe  in  the  gale.  80 

Near  yonder  trees,  the  farmer's  fteed. 
From  toil  and  every  drudgery  freed. 
Hath  groan'd  his  laft.     A  dainty  treat  t 
To  birds  of  tafte,  delicious  meat!"  ' 

A  Sexton, 
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A  Sexton,  bufy  at  his  trade,  85 

To  hear  their  chat  fufpends  his  fpade. 

Death  ftruck  him  with  no  farther  thought. 

Than  merely  as  the  fees  he  brought. 

"  Was  ever  two  fuch  blundering  fowls, 

Jn  brains  and  manners  lefs  than  owls !  go 

Blockheads,  fays  he,  learn  more  refpecl: 

Know  ye  on  whom  ye  thus  refleft? 

Tn  this  fame  grave  (who  does  me  right, 

Muft  own  the  work  is  ftrong  and  tight) 

The  'Squire,  that  yon'  fair  hall  pofleft,  95 

To-night  fhall  lay  his  bones  at  reft. 

Whence  could  the  grofs  miftake  proceed  ? 

The  'Squire  was  fomewhat  fat  indeed. 

What  then?  the  meaneft  bird  of  prey 

Such  want  of  fenfe  could  ne'er  betray;  100 

For  fure  fome  difference  muft  be  found 

(Suppofe  the  fmelling  organ  found) 

In  carcaffes  (fay  what  we  can). 

Or  where  's  the  dignity  of  man?'* 

With  due  refpeft  to  human  race,  105 

The  Ravens  undertook  the  cafe. 

In  fuch  fimilitude  of  fcent, 

Man  ne'er  could  think  refledlions  meant. 

As  epicures  extol  a  treat, 
-  And  feem  their  favoury  words  to  eat,  no 

They  prais'd  dead  horfe,  luxurious  food  ! 

The  venifon  of  the  prefcient  brood. 
The  Sexton's  indignation,  mov'd. 

The  mean  comparifon  reprov'd; 

O  2  Their 
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Their  undlfcerning  palate  blam'd,  1 1 5 

Which  two-legg'd  carrion  thus  defam'd. 

Reproachful  fpeech  from  cither  fide 
The  want  of  argument  fupply'd: 
They  rail,  revile;  as  often  ends 
The  conteft  of  difputing  friends.  120 

"  Hold,  fays  the  Fowl;  fmce  human  pride 
With  confutation  ne'er  comply'd. 
Let 's  ftate  the  cafe,  and  then  refer 
The  knotty  point,  for  tafte  may  err." 

As  thus  he  fpoke,  from  out  the  mould         125 
An  Earth-worm,  hugeoffize,  unroll'd 
His  monftrous  length  :  they  llrait  agree 
To  chufe  him  as  their  referee : 
So  to  th'  experience  of  his  jaws 
Each  dates  the  merits  of  the  caufe.  130 

He  paus'd ;  and,  with  a  folemn  tone. 
Thus  made  his  fage  opinion  known : 

"  On  carcafTes  of  every  kind 
This  maw  hath  elegantly  din'd  ; 
Provok'd  by  luxury  or  need,  135 

On  beaft,  or  fowl,  or  man,  I  feed : 
Such  fmall  dlftindlion  's  in  the  favour. 
By  turns  I  chufe  the  fancy'd  flavour : 
Yet  I  muft  own  (that  human  beaft!) 
A  glutton  is  the  rankeft  feaft.  "140 

Man,  ceafe  this  boaft;  for  human  pride 
Hath  various  trafts  to  range  befide. 
The  prince  who  kept  the  world  in  awe. 
The  judge  whofe  di(ilate  lix'd  the  law. 

The 
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The  rich,  the  poor,  the  great,  the  fmall,       1 45 
Are  levell'd ;  death  confounds  them  all. 
Then  think  not  that  we  reptiles  fhare 
Such  cates,  fuch  elegance  of  fare  j 
The  only  true  and  real  good 
Of  man  was  never  vermin's  food :  150 

'Tis  feated  in  th'  immortal  mind ; 
Virtue  diftinguifiies  mankind. 
And  that  (as  yet  ne'er  harbour'd  here) 
Mounts  with  the  foul  we  know  not  where. 
So,  Good-man  Sexton,  fmce  the  cafe  155 

Appears  with  fuch  a  dubious  face. 
To  neither  I  the  caufe  determine. 
For  different  taftes  pleafe  different  yenftin." 


END    OF    THE    SECOND    PART. 
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AYE     AND     NO. 

A     FABLE  *. 

T  N  Fable  all  things  hold  difcourfe. 

Then  Words,  no  doubt,  muft  talk  of  courfe. 

Once  on  a  time,  near  Cannon-row, 
Two  hoftile  adverbs,  Aye  and  No, 
Were  haftening  to  the  field  of  fight,  5 

And  front  to  front  flood  oppofite ; 
Before  each  general  join'd  the  van. 
Aye,  the  more  courteous  knight,  began. 

•'  Stop,  peevifh  Particle!   beware!  ^ 

I  'm  told  you  are  not  fuch  a  bear,  10  > 

But  fometimes  yield  when  offer 'd  fair.  3 

Suffer  yon'  folks  awhile  to  tattle ; 
'Tis  we  who  muft  decide  the  battle. 
Whene'er  we  war  on  yonder  flage. 
With  various  fate  and  equal  rage,  15 

The  nation  trembles  at  each  blow 
That  No  gives  Aye,  and  Aye  gives  No ; 
Yet,  in  expenfive  long  contention. 
We  gain  nor  office,  grant,  or  penfion. 
Why  then  fhould  kinsfolks  quarrel  thus  ?  20 

(For  two  of  you  make  one  of  us.) 

To 

•   Taken    from   the  Mifcellanies   publiflied  by  Dr. 
Swift  and  Mr.  Pope. 
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To  fome  wife  ftatefman  let  us  go. 

Where  each  his  proper  ufe  may  know : 

He  may  admit  two  fuch  commanders. 

And  make  thofe  wait  who  ferv'd  in  Flanders.       25 

Ltt  's  quarter  on  a  great  man's  tongue, 

A  treafury  lord,  not  Mailler  Young. 

Obfequious  at  his  high  command. 

Aye  fhall  march  forth  to  tax  the  land  ; 

Impeachments  No  can  beft  refill,  30 

And  Aye  fupport  the  Civil  lift : 

Aye,  quick  as  Caefar,  wins  the  day. 

And  No,  like  Fabius,  by  delay. 

Sometimes  in  mutual  fly  difguife. 

Let  Aye's  feem  No's,  and  No's  feem  Aye's  ;       35 

Aye's  be  in  courts  denials  meant. 

And  No's  in  bifliops  give  confent." 

Thus  Aye  propos'd — and,  for  reply. 
No,  for  the  firft  time,  anfwer'd  Aye. 
They  parted  with  a  thoufajid  kifles,  40 

And  fight  e'er  fmce  for  pay,  like  SwifTes. 
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DUKE    UPON    DUKE*: 

AN   EXCELLENT   NEW   BALLAD. 

TO    THE     TUNE    OF,     CHEVV-CHACE. 

'T'  O  lordlings  proud  I  tune  my  lay, 

Wlio  feaft  in  bower  or  hall : 
Though  dukes  they  be,  to  dukes  I  fay. 
That  pride  will  have  a  fall. 

Now  that  this  fame  it  is  right  footh. 

Full  plainly  doth  appear. 
From  what  befel  John  Duke  of  Guife  f , 

And  Nic  of  Lancaftere  J. 

When  Richard  Cceur-de-Lion  reign'd, 

(Which  means  a  lion's  heart) 
Like  him  his  barons  rag'd  and  roar'd; 

Each  play'd  a  lion's  part. 

A  word  and  blow  was  then  enough  : 

Such  honour  did  them  prick. 
If  you  but  turn'd  your  cheek,  a  cuff ; 

And,  if  your  a — fe,  a  kick. 

Look 

*  This  humourous  Ballad  is  afcribed  to  Mr.  Gay  on 
conjefture  only.  It  is  among  the  Mifcellanies  publifhed 
by  Dr.  Swift  and  Mr-  Pope  ;  is  there  marked  as  not  the 
Dean's  ;  and  has  never  been  confidered  as  Mr.  Pope's.   N. 

f  Sir  John  Guife.     N. 

X  Nicholas  Lord  Lechmere,  Chancellor  of  the  Dutchy 
bfLancafter.     N. 
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Look  in  their  face,  they  tweak'd  your  nofe. 

At  every  turn  fell  to  't ; 
Come  near,  they  trod  upon  your  toes  ; 

They  fought  from  head  to  foot. 

Of  thefe  the  duke  of  Lancaftere 

Stood  paramount  in  pride ; 
He  kick'd  and  cufF'd,  and  tweak'd  and  trod^ 

His  foes,  and  friends  befide. 

Firm  on  his  front  his  beaver  fate  ; 

So  broad,  it  hid  his  chin  ; 
For  v\hy  ?  he  deem'd  no  man  his  mate. 

And  fear'd  to  tan  his  fkin. 

With  Spanifh  wool  he  dy'd  his  cheek. 

With  eflence  oil'd  his  hair  ; 
No  vixen  civet-cat  fo  fweet. 

Nor  could  fo  fcratch  and  tear. 

Right  tall  he  made  himfelf  to  fhow. 

Though  made  full  fhort  by  God  : 
And,  when  all  other  dukes  did  bow. 

This  duke  did  only  nod. 

Yet  courteous,  blithe,  and  debonnair. 

To  Guife's  duke  was  he  : 
Was  ever  fuch  a  lo\'ing  pair  ? 

How  could  they  difagree? 

Oh,  thus  it  was :  he  lov'd  him  dear. 

And  call  how  to  requite  him  ; 
And  having  no  friend  left  but  this. 

He  deem'd  it  meet  to  fight  him. 

Forth- 
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Forthwith  he  drench'd  his  defperate  quill. 

And  thus  he  did  indite  : 
*♦  This  eve  at  whift  ourfelf  will  play, 

*'   Sir  Duke  !  be  here  to-night." 
"  Ah  no  !   ah  no  !"  the  guilelefs  Guife 

Demurely  did  reply ; 
*•  I  cannot  go,  nor  yet  can  ftand, 

"  So  fore  tlie  gout  have  I." 
The  duke  in  wrath  call'd  for  his  fteeds. 

And  fiercely  drove  them  on ; 
Lord  !   lord  !   how  rattled  then  thy  ftones, 

O  kingly  Kenfmgton  *  ! 
All  in  a  trice  he  rufh'd  on  Guife, 

Thrufl  out  his  lady  dear ; 
He  tweak'd  his  nofe,  trod  on  his  toes. 

And  fmote  him  on  the  ear. 
But  mark,  how  m.idll  of  vidlory 

Fate  plays  her  old  dog-trick  I 
Up  leap'd  duke  John,  and  knock'd  him  down. 

And  fo  down  fell  duke  Nic. 

Alas,  oh  Nic  !  oh  Nic,  alas ! 

Right  did  thy  goflip  call  thee  : 
As  who  fhould  fay,  alas  the  day 

When  John  of  Guife  fhall  maul  thee  ! 
For  on  thee  did  he  clap  his  chair. 

And  on  that  chair  did  fit ; 
And  look'd  as  if  he  meant  therein 

To  do what  was  not  fit. 

Up 
•  Lord  Lechmere  lived  at  Camden-houfe,  near  Ken- 
fmgton.    N. 
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Up  didft  thou  look,  oh  woeful  duke  ! 

Thy  mouth  yet  durft  not  ope, 
Certes  for  fear  of  finding  there 

A  t — d  inftead  of  trope. 
"  Lie  there,  thou  caitiff  vile  !"  quoth  Guifc, 

* '  No  Jheet  is  here  to  fave  thee  : 
"  The  cafement  it  is  fliut  likewife ; 

"  Beneath  my  feet  I  have  thee. 

"  If  thou  haft  aught  to  fpeak,  fpeak  out,'* 

Then  Lancaftere  did  cry, 
**  Know'ft  thou  not  me,  nor  yet  thyfelf  ? 

*'  Who  thou,  and  who  am  I  t 

♦♦  Know'ft  thou  not  me,  v.ho  (God  be  prais'd) 
"  Have  brawl'd  and  quarrel'd  more, 

*'  Than  all  the  line  of  Lancaftere, 
*'   That  battled  heretofore  ? 

•'  In  fenates  fam'd  for  many  a  fpeech, 
"  And  (what  fome  awe  muft  give  ye. 

Though  laid  thus  low  beneath  thy  breach) 
"  Still  of  the  council  privy  ; 

"  Still  of  the  dutchy  chancellor: 

"  Durante  life  I  have  it ; 
**  And  turn,    as  now  thou  doft  on  me, 

"  Mine  a — e  on  them  that  gave  it.'* 
But  now  the  fervants  they  ruih'd  in; 

And  duke  Nic.  up  leap'd  he  : 
"  I  will  not  cope  againft  fuch  odds, 

"  But,  Guife  !  I  '11  fight  with  thee: 

**  To-morrow 
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**  To-morrow  with  thee  will  I  fight 

"  Under  the  green-wood  tree." 
*'  No,  not  to-morrow,  but  to-night" 

(Quoth  Guile)  "  I  '11  fight  with  thee." 
And  now  the  fun  declining  low 

Beftreak'd  with  blood  the  fkies ; 
When,  with  his  fword  at  faddle-bow. 

Rode  forth  the  valiant  Guife. 

Full  gently  pranc'd  he  o'er  the  lawn. 

Oft'  roU'd  his  eyes  around. 
And  from  the  ftirrup  ftretch'd  to  find 

Who  was  not  to  be  found. 
Long  brandifh'd  he  the  blade  in  air. 

Long  look'd  the  field  all  o'er : 
At  length  he  fpy'd  the  merry-men  brown. 

And  eke  the  coach  and  four. 

From  out  the  boot  bold  Nicholas 

Did  wave  his  wand  fo  white. 
As  pointing  out  the  gloomy  glade 

Wherein  he  meant  to  fight. 

All  in  that  dreadful  hour  fo  calm 

Was  Lancallere  to  fee. 
As  if  he  meant  to  take  the  air. 

Or  only  take  a  fee : 

And  fo  he  did  —  for  to  New  Court 

His  rolling  wheels  did  run  : 
Not  that  he  fnunn'd  the  doubtful  Ilrife  ; 

But  buf.nefs  muft  be  done. 

Back 
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Back  in  the  dark,  by  Brompton-park, 

He  turn'd  up  through  the  Gore  ! 
So  flunk  to  Camden-houfe  fo  high. 

All  in  his  coach  and  four. 

Mean-while  duke  Guife  did  fret  and  fume, 

A  fight  it  was  to  fee, 
Benumb'd  beneath  the  evening  dew 

Under  the  green-wood  tree. 

Then,  wet  and  weary,  home  he  far'd. 

Sore  muttering  all  the  way, 
*•  The  day  I  m.eet  him,  Nic  fliall  rue 

"  The  cudgel  of  that  day. 

*'  Mean  time  on  every  pifling-pofi: 

*'  Palle  we  this  recreant's  name, 
**  So  that  each  pifl'er-by  fhall  read 

"  And  pifs  againil  the  fame." 

Now  God  preferve  our  gracious  king. 

And  grant  his  nobles  all 
May  learn  this  leflbn  from  duke  Nic. 

''Vhzt  pride  'will  have  a  fall ! 


DIONE 
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PASTORAL     TRAGEDY 


**  Sunt  numina  amanti, 
*'  Sasvit  et  injufla  lege  relidta  Venus." 
TiBULL.  Eleg.  V.  Lib,  I. 


DRAMATIS     PERSONS. 

MEN. 

EvANDER  under  the  name  of  Ly  CI  DAS. 

Cleanthes. 

Shepherds. 

WOMEN. 

DiONE  under  the  name  of  Alexis. 

Parthenia. 

Laura. 

Scene,    ARCADIA. 


[       209       ] 

A  C  T    I.       S  C  E  N  E     L 
A  Plain,  at  the  Foot  of  a  Jleep  craggy  Mountaium 
DIONE.     LAURA. 

L  A  U  R  A  » 

"f  T  7HY  doll  thou  fly  me?  Stay,  unhappy  fair. 
Seek  not  thefe  horrid  caverns  of  defpair ; 
To  trace  thy  Heps,  the  midnight  air  I  bore. 
Trod  the  brown  defert,  and  unlhelter'd  moor  : 
Three  times  the  lark  has  fung  his  matin  lay. 
And  rofe  on  dewy  wing  to  meet  the  day. 
Since  firft  I  found  thee,  ftretch'd  in  penfive  mood. 
Where  laurels  border  Ladon's  filver  flood. 

DIONE. 

O  let  my  foul  with  grateful  thanks  o'erflow  ! 
'Tis  to  thy  hand  my  daily  life  I  owe. 
Like  the  weak  lamb,  you  rais'd  m.e  from  the  plain. 
Too  faint  to  bear  bleak  winds  and  beating  rain  ; 
Each  day  I  fliare  thy  bowl  and  clean  repaft. 
Each  night  thy  roof  defends  the  chilly  blafl:. 
But  vain  is  all  thy  friendfliip,  vain  thy  care; 
Forget  a  wretch  abandon'd  to  defpair. 

L  AURA. 

Defpair  will  fly  thee,  when  thou  flialt  impart 
The  fatal  fecret  that  torments  thy  heart ; 
Vol.  XXXVII.  P  Dlfclofe 
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Difclofc  thy  forrows  to  my  faithful  ear, 
Inlhuft  thefe  eyes  to  give  thee  tear  for  tear. 
Love,  love 's  the  caufe  ;  our  forefts  fpeak-thy  flame. 
The  rocks  have  learnt  to  figh  Evander's  name. 
If  faultering  fliame  thy  balhful  tongue  rellrain. 
If  thou  haft  look'd,  and  bluili'd,  and  figh'd  in  vain  ; 
Say,  in  what  grove  thy  lovely  fhepherd  ftrays. 
Tell  me  what  mountains  warble  with  his  lays  ; 
Thither  I  '11  fpeed  me,  and  with  moving  art 
Draw  foft  confefTions  from  his  melting  heart. 

D  I  O  N  E  . 

Thy  generous  care  has  touch'd  my  fecrct  woe. 
Love  bids  thefe  fcalding  tears  incefiant  flow. 
Ill-fated  love  I   O  fay,  ye  fylvan  maids. 
Who  range  wide  forefts  and  fequefter'd  fliades. 
Say  where  Evander  bled,  point  cut  the  ground 
That  yet  is  purple  \\  ith  the  favage  wound. 
Yonder  he  lies  ;  I  hear  the  bird  of  prey  ; 
High  o'er  thofe  cliffs  the  raven  wings  hii  wav ; 
Hark  how  he  croaks !  he  fcents  the  murder  near. 

0  mav  no  greedy  beak  his  vifage  tear  I 

Shield  him,  ye  Cupids  ;   ftrip  the  Papliian  grove. 
And  ftrow  unfading  m}'rtle  o'er  my  love  I 
Down,  heaving  heart. 

LAURA. 

—The  mournful  tale  difclofe. 

D  I  o  N  £  . 

let  not  my  tears  intrude  on  thy  repofc. 
Yet  if  thy  friendfliip  ftill  the  caufe  requeft  ; 

1  '11  fpeak,  though  forrow  rend  my  labouring  breall. 

Know 
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Know  then,  fair  fhepherdefs,  no  honeft  fwaln 
Taught  me  the  duties  of  the  peaceful  plain ; 
Unus'd  to  fweet  content,  no  flocks  I  keep. 
Nor  browzing  goats  that  overhang  the  fteep. 
Born  where  Orchomenos'  proud  turrets  fhine, 
I  trace  my  birth  from  long  illuftrious  line. 
Why  was  I  train'd  amidft  Arcadia's  court  ? 
Love  ever  revels  in  that  gay  refort. 
Whene'er  Evander  part,  my  fmitten  heart 
Heav'd  frequent  fighs,  and  felt  unufual  fmart. 
Ah !  hadft  thou  feen  with  what  fweet  grace  he  mov'd  1 
Yet  why  that  wifhr  for  Laura  then  had  lov'd. 

LAURA. 

Diilrull  me  not ;  thy  fecret  wrongs  impart. 


Forgive  the  fallies  of  a  breaking  heart. 
Evander's  fighs  his  mutual  flame  confefl^. 
The  growing  paffion  labour'd  in  his  breait; 
To  me  he  came;  my  heart  with  rapture  fprung. 
To  fee  the  bluflies,  when  his  faultering  tongue 
Firfl  faid,   I  love.      My  eyes  confent  reveal. 
And  plighted  vows  our  faithful  paflion  feal  : 
Where  's  now  the  lovely  youth ;  he  's  loft,  he  's  flain. 
And  the  pale  corfe  lies  breathlefs  on  the  plain  I 


Are  thus  the  hopes  of  conftant  lovers  paid  ? 

If  thus — ye  Powers,  from  love  defend  the  maid  ! 

P    2  DIO.NE. 
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D  I  0  N  E  . 

Now  have  twelve  mornings  warm'd  the  purple  eaft. 
Since  my  dear  hunter  rouz'd  the  tulky  bcaft ; 
Swift  flew  the  foaming  monfter  through  the  wood. 
Swift  as  the  wind,  his  eager  fteps  purfued  : 
'Twas  then  the  favage  turn'd  ;  then  fell  the  youth. 
And  his  dear  blood  diftain'd  the  barbarous  tooth. 

LAURA. 

Was  there  none  near  ?  no  ready  fuccour  found  ? 
Nor  healing  herb  to  ftaunch  the  fpouting  wound  ? 

DIGNB. 

In  vain  through  pathlefs  woods  the  hunters  croft. 
And  fought  with  anxious  eye  their  mailer  loft  ; 
In  vain  their  frequent  hollows  echo'd  ftirill. 
And  his  lov'd  name  was  fent  from  hill  to  hill ; 
Evander  hears  you  not.     He  's  loft,  he  's  flain, 
And  the  pale  corfe  lies  breathlefs  on  the  plain. 

LAURA. 

Has  yet  no  clor^'n  (v.ho,  wandering  from  the  way. 
Beats  every  bufh  to  raife  the  lamb  aftray) 
Obferv'd  the  fatal  fpot  ? 

D  I  0  N  E  . 

'  O,  if  ye  pafs 

Where  purple  murder  dyes  the  wither'd  grafs. 
With  pious  finger  gently  clofe  his  eyes. 
And  let  his  grave  with  decent  vedure  rife.     \_lVe.eps, 

LAURA. 

Eehold  the  turtle  who  has  loft  her  mate ; 
Awhile  with  drooping  wing  ilie  mourns  his  fafe ; 

SuUenj 
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Sulkn,  awhile  fhe  feeks  the  darkeft  grove. 
And  cooing  meditates  the  murder'd  dove  ; 
But  time  the  rueful  image  v/ears  away. 
Again  fhe  's  chear'd,  again  fhe  feeks  the  day. 
Spare  then  thy  beauty,  and  no  longer  pine. 

D 1  o  N  E  . 
Yet  fure  fome  turtle's  love  has  equal'd  mine. 
Who,  when  tlie  hawk  has  ihatch'd  her  mate  away. 
Hath  never  known  the  glad  return  of  day. 

When  my  fond  father  faw  my  faded  eye. 
And  on  my  livid  cheek  the  rofes  die ; 
When  catching  hghs  my  walled  bofom  mov'd. 
My  looks,  my  fighs,  confirm'd  him  that  I  lov'd. 
He  knew  not  that  Evander  was  my  flame, 
Evander  dead  !  my  paffion  Hill  the  fame  ! 
He  came,  he  threaten'd;  with  paternal  fvvay, 
Cleanthes  nam'd,  and  fix'd  the  nuptial  day  : 

0  cruel  kindnefs  !   too  feverely  preft  ! 

1  fcorn  his  honours,  and  his  wealth  detell. 

LAURA. 

How  vain  is  force  1  Love  ne'er  can  be  compell'd. 

D  I  o  N  E . 
Though  bound  my  duty,  yet  my  heart  rebell'd. 
One  night,  when  fleep  had  hiifh'd  all  bufy  fpies. 
And  the  pale  moon  had  journey'd  half  the  fkie«. 
Softly  I  rofe  and  drefs'd  ;  with  filent  tread, 
Unbarr'd  the  gates,  and  to  thefe  mountains  fled. 
Here  let  me  footh  the  melancholy  hours  ! 
Clofe  me,  ye  woods,  within  your  twilight  bov/ers ! 
P  3  Where 
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Where  my  calm  foul  may  fettled  forrow  know. 
And  no  Cleanthcs  interrupt  my  woe 
With  importuning  love  — 

[Melancholy  Muftc  is  heard  at  a  dljiance. 
On  yonder  plain 
Advances  flow  a  melancholy  train ; 
Black  cyprefs  boughs  their  drooping  heads  adorn. 

LAURA. 

Alas !  Menalcas  to  his  grave  is  borne.. 
Behold  the  viftim  of  Parthcnia's  pride ! 
He  faw,  he  figh'd,  he  lov'd,  was  fcorn'd,  and  dy'd. 

D  I  O  N  E . 

Where  dwells  this  beauteous  tyrant  of  the  plains .'' 
Where  may  I  fee  her  ? 

LAURA. 

Afk  the  fighing  fwains. 

They  beft  can  fpeak  the  conquefts  of  her  eyes ; 
Whoever  fees  her,  loves  ;  who  loves  her,  dies. 

D  I  0  N  E  . 

Perhaps  untimely  fate  her  flame  hath  crofs'd. 
And  flie,  like  me,  hath  her  Evander  loft. 
How  my  foul  pities  her  ! 

LAURA. 

•  If  pity  move 

Your  generous  bofom,  pity  thofe  who  love. 
There  late  arriv'd  among  our  fylvan  race 
A  ftranger  fliepherd,  who  with  lonely  pace 
Vifits  thofe  mountain-pines  at  dawn  of  day. 
Where  oft'  Parthenia  takes  her  early  way 

To 
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To  rouze  the  chace  ;  mad  with  his  amorous  pain. 

He  flops  and  raves  ;  then  fullen  walks  again. 

Parthenia's  name  is  borne  by  paffing  gales. 

And  talking  hills  repeat  it  to  the  dales. 

Come,  let  us  from  this  vale  of  forrow  go. 

Nor  let  the  mournful  fcene  prolong  thy  woe.   [ Exeunt* 

SCENE     II.  * 

Shepherds  and  ShepherdeJJes  (croiuned  nuith  garlands  of 

cyprefs  and yeiv)  hearing  the  body  o/'Menalcas. 

1  SHEPHERD. 

Here  gently  reft  the  corfe  —  With  faultering  breath. 
Thus  fpake  Menalcas  on  the  verge  of  death. 
*'  Belov'd  Palemon,  hear  a  dying  friend  ; 
'*  See,  where  yon  hills  with  craggy  brows  afcend, 
*'  Low  in  the  valley  where  the  mountain  grows, 
**  There  fir  ft  I  faw  her,  there  began  my  woes. 
**  When  I  am  cold,  may  there  this  clay  be  laid  I 
**  There  often  ftrays  the  dear,  the  cruel  maid ; 
**  There  as  ftie  walks,  perhaps  you  '11  hear  her  fay, 
•*  (While  a  kind  gufhing  tear  fhall  force  its  way) 
**  How  could  my  ftubborn  heart  relentlefs  prove? 
*'  Ah,  poor  Menalcas  —  all  thy  fault  was  love  I'* 

2  SHEPHERD. 

When  pitying  lions  o'er  a  carcafe  groan. 
And  hungry  tigers  bleeding  kids  bemoan  ; 

P  4  When 

*  This  and  the  following  fcene  aw  formed  upon  the 
novel  of  Marcella  in  Don  Quixote, 
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When  the  lean  wolf  laments  the  mangled  fheep  ; 
Thou  fliall  Parthenia  o'er  Menalcas  weep. 

1  SHEPHERD. 

When  famifli'd  panthers  feek  their  morning  food. 
And  monfters  roar  along  the  defert  wood ; 
When  hiffing  vipers  rulHe  through  the  brake. 
Or  in  the  path-way  rears  the  fpecklcd  fnake; 
1'he  wary  fwain  th'  approaching  peril  fpies. 
And  through  fomc  diilant  road  fccurely  flics. 
Fly  then,  ye  fwains,  from  beauty's  furcr  wound. 
Such  was  the  fate  our  poor  Menalcas  found ! 

2  SHEPHERD. 

What  fhepherd  does  not  mourn  Menalcas  flain  ! 
Kiird  by  a  barbarous  woman's  proud  difdain  ! 
Whoe'er  attempts  to  bend  her  fcornful  mind. 
Cries  to  the  deferts,  and  purfues  the  wind. 

1  SHEPHERD. 

With  every  grace  Menalcas  was  endow'd. 

His  merits  dazzled  all  the  fylvan  croud. 

If  you  would  know  his  pipe's  melodious  found, 

Afk  all  the  echoes  of  thefe  hills  around. 

For  they  have  learnt  his  ftrains  ;  who  Ihall  rehearfe 

The  ftrength,  the  cadence  of  his  tuneful  verfe  ? 

Go,  read  thofe  lofty  poplars ;  there  you'll  find 

Some  tender  fonnet  grow  on  every  rind. 

2  SHEPHERD. 

Yet  what  avails  his  fkill  ?  Parthenia  flies- 
Can  merit  hope  fuccefs  in  woman's  eyes  ? 

I    SHEP.. 
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1  SHEPHERD. 

Why  was  Parthenia  form'd  of  fofteft  mould  ? 
Why  does  her  heart  fuch  favage  nature  hold? 
O  ye  kind  gods  1  or  all  her  charms  efface. 
Or  tame  her  heart  —  fo  fpare  the  fhepherd  race. 

2  SHEPHERD. 

As  fade  the  flowers  which  on  the  grave  I  caft; 
So  may  Parthenia's  tranfient  beauty  wafte  ! 

1  SHEPHERD. 

What  woman  ever  counts  the  fleeting  years. 
Or  fees  the  wrinkle  which  her  forehead  wears  ? 
Thinking  her  features  never  fliall  decay. 
This  fwain  flie  fcorus,  from  that  ftie  turns  away. 
But  know,  as  when  the  rofe  her  bud  unfolds, 
Avvhile  each  breaft  the  Ihort-liv'd  fragrance  holds; 
When  the  dry  llalk  lets  drop  het  flirivel'd  pride. 
The  lovely  ruin 's  ever  thrown  afide. 
So  fliall  Parthenia  be. 

2  SHEPHERD. 

—  See,  flie  appears. 
To  boail  her  fpoils,  and  triumph  in  our  tears. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      III. 
Parthenia  appears  from  the  mountain. 

Parthenia.       Shepherds. 

i  shepherd. 
Why  this  way  doft  thou  turn  thy  baneful  eyes. 
Pernicious  Bafilifk  ?    Lo !  there  he  lies : 
There  lies  the  youth  thy  curfed  beauty  flew ; 
See,  at  thy  prefence,  how  he  bleeds  anew'. 
Look  down,  enjoy  thy  murder. 

PARTHENIA. 

—  Spare  my  fame  ; 
I  come  to  cle^r  a  virgin's  injur'd  name. 
If  1  'm  a  Bafilifk,  the  danger  fly, 
Shun  the  fwift  glances  of  my  venom'd  eye : 
If  I  'm  a  murderer,  why  approach  ye  near. 
And  to  the  dagger  lay  your  bofom  bare  ? 

I    SHEPHERD. 

What  heart  is  proof  againft  that  face  divine  ? 
Love  is  not  in  our  power. 

PARTHENIA. 

—  Is  love  in  mine  ? 
If  e'er  T  trifled  with  a  fliepherd's  pain. 
Or  with  falfe  hope  his  paffion  ftrove  to  gain ; 
Then  might  you  juftly  curfe  my  favage  mind. 
Then  might  you  rank  me  with  the  ferpent  kind : 

JBut 
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But  I  ne'er  trifled  with  a  fhepherd's  pain. 
Nor  with  falfe  hope  his  pafllon  ftrove  to  gain : 
'Tis  to  his  rafli  purfuit  he  owes  his  fate; 
I  was  not  cruel ;  he  was  obftinate. 

1    SHEPHERD. 

Hear  this,  ye  fighing  fliepherds,  and  defpalr. 
Unhappy  Lycidas,  thy  hour  is  near  ! 
Since  the  fame  barbarous  hand  hath  fign'd  thy  doom. 
We  '11  lay  thee  in  our  lov'd  Menalcas'  tomb. 

P  A  R  T  H  E  N  I  A . 

Why  will  intruding  man  my  peace  deftroy  ? 
Let  me  content  and  folitude  enjoy; 
Free  was  I  born ;  my  freedom  to  maintain. 
Early  I  fought  the  unambitious  plain. 
Moll  women's  weak  refolves,  like  reeds,  will  ply. 
Shake  with  each  breath,  and  bend  with  every  figh  ; 
Mine,  like  an  oak,  whofe  firm  roots  deep  defcend. 
Nor  breath  of  love  can  Ihake,  nor  figh  can  bend. 
If  ye  unhappy  Lycidas  would  fave ; 
Go  feek  him,  lead  him  to  Menalcas'  grave; 
Forbid  his  eyes  with  flowing  grief  to  rain. 
Like  him  Menalcas  wept,  but  wept  in  vain : 
Bid  him  his  heart-confuming  groans  give  o'er; 
Tell  him,  I  heard  fuch  piercing  groans  before, 
Afld  heard  unmov'd.     O  Lycidas,  be  wife. 
Prevent  thy  fate.  —  Lo !  there  Menalcas  lies, 

1    SHEPHERD. 

Now  all  the  melancholy  rites  are  paid. 
And  o'er  his  grave  the  weeping  marble  laid ; 

Let's 


trto    ,  GA.Y'S      POEMS. 

Let 's  feek  our  charge  ;  the  flocks,  difperfing  wide. 
Whiten  with  moving  fleece  the  mountain's  fide. 
Truft  not,  ye  fwains,  the  lightning  of  her  eye, 
Lefl:ye,  like  him,  fliould  love,  defpair,  and  die. 
[Exeunt  Shepherds,  ^c.  Parthenia  remains  in  a  me- 
lancholy pojiure,  looking  on  the  grave  o/'Menalcas. 

E72ter  LyciDAs. 

SCENE     IV. 

Lycidas,  Parthenia. 

LYCIDAS. 

When  fhall  my  fl;eps  have  reft  ?  through  all  the  wood. 
And  by  the  winding  banks  of  Ladon's  flood, 
I  fought  my  love.     O  fay,  ye  fkipping  fawns 
-(Who  range  entangled  fliades  and  daify'd  lawns). 
If  ye  have  feen  her !  fay,  ye  warbling  race 
(Who  meafure  on  fwift  wing  th'  aerial  fpace, 
And  view  below  hills,  dales,  and  diftant  fliores). 
Where  fl:iall  I  find  her  whom  my  foul  adores ! 

S  C  E  N  E     V. 

Lycidas,  Parthenia,  Dione,  Laura. 
[Dione  and  Laura  at  a  difiancg, 

LYCIDAS. 

What  do  I  fee  ?  no.     Fancy  mocks  my  eyes, 
And  bids  the  dear  deluding  vifion  rife. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  (he.    My  fpringing  heart  her  prefence  feels. 
See,  proftrate  Lycidas  before  thee  kneels. 

{Kneeling  to  Parthenia, 
'Why  will  Parthenia  turn  her  face  away  ? 

PARTHENIA. 

Who  calls  Parthenia  ?   hah ! 
\SheJla'rts  frQ7n  her  melancholy ;  and,  feeing  LycidaSj 
Jlies  into  the  <vjood. 

LYCI0  AS. 

Stay,  virgin,  ftay. 

O  wing  my  feet,  kind  Love.  See,  fee,  {he  bounds. 
Fleet  as  the  mountain  roe,  when  preft  by  hounds. 
\He  purfues  her.   Dione  faints  in  the  arms  o/'Laura* 

LAURA. 

What  means  this  trembling  ?   All  her  colour  flies. 
And  life  is  quite  unftrung.    Ah  !  lift  thy  eyes. 
And  anfwer  me  ;  fpeak,  fpeak,  'tis  Laura  calls. 
Speech  has  forfock  her  lips. —  She  faints,  fhe  falls. 
Fan  her,  ye  zephyrs,  with  ycur  balmy  breath. 
And  bring  her  quickly  from  the  Ihades  of  death : 
Blow,  ye  cool  gales.    See,  fee,  the  foreft  fhakes 
With  coming  winds !   ihe  breathes,  flie  moves,  fhe 
wakes. 

D  I O  N  E . 

Ah,  falfe  Evander! 

LAURA. 

-* — Calm  thy  fobbing  breall. 
Say,  what  new  forrow  has  thy  heart  opprell? 

DI05CE. 
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D  I  O  N  E  . 

Didft  thou  not  hear  his  fighs  and  fuppUant  tone  ? 
Didft  thou  not  hear  the  pitying  mountain  groan  r 
Didft  thou  not  fee  him  bend  his  fuppliant  knee  ? 
Thus  in  my  happy  days  he  kneit  to  mc. 
And  pour'd  forth  all  his  foul !   See  how  he  ftrains. 
And  leflens  to  the  fight  o'er  yonder  plains. 
To  keep  the  fair  in  view  !     Run,  virgin,  run. 
Hear  not  his  vows ;  I  heard,  and  was  undone  ! 

LAURA. 

Let  not  imaginary  terrors  fright. 
Some  dark  delufion  fwims  before  thy  fight. 
I  faw  Parthenia  from  the  mountain's  brow. 
And  Lyeidas  with  proftrate  duty  bow ; 
Swift,  as  the  falcon's  wing,  I  faw  her  fly. 
And  heard  the  cavern  to  his  groans  reply. 
Why  ftream  thy  tears  for  forrows  not  thy  own  ? 

DIONE. 

Oh !  where  are  honour,  faith,  and  juftice  flown  ? 
Perjur'd  Evander  1 

LAURA. 

Death  has  laid  him  low. 
Touch  not  the  mournful  firing  that  wakes  thy  woe. 

DIONE. 

That  amorous  fwain,  whom  Lyeidas  you  name, 
(Whofe  faithlefs  bofom  feels  another  flame) 
Is  iny  once  kind  Evander  —  yes  —  'twas  he. 
He  lives  —  but  lives,  alas !  no  more  for  me. 

i  LAURA. 
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LAURA. 

Let  not  thy  frantic  words  confefs  defpair. 

D  I  0  N  E  . 

What,  know  T  not  his  voice,  his  mien,  his  air  ? 
Yes,  I  that  treacherous  voice  with  joy  believ'd, 
That  voice,  that  mien,  that  air,  my  foul  deceiv'd. 
If  my  dear  fliepKerd  love  the  lawns,  and  glades. 
With  him  I  '11  range  the  lawns,  and  feek  the  (hades. 
With  him  through  folitary  deferts  rove. 
But  could  he  leave  me  for  another  love  ? 
O  bafe  ingratitude  ! 

LAURA. 

Sufpend  thy  grief. 

And  let  my  friendly  counfel  bring  relief 
To  thy  defponding  foul.     Parthenia's  ear 
Is  barr'd  for  ever  to  the  lover's  prayer ; 
Evander  courts  difdain,  he  follows  fcorn. 
And  in  the  paffing  winds  his  vows  are  borne. 
Soon  will  he  find  that  all  in  vain  he  ftrove 
To  tame  her  bofom ;  then  his  former  love 
Shall  wake  his  foul ;  then  will  he  fighing  blame 
His  heart  inconftant,  and  his  perjur'd  flame: 
Then  ihall  he  at  Dione's  feet  implore. 
Lament  his  broken  faith,  and  change  no  more. 

D  I  0  N  E  . 

Perhaps  this  cruel  nymph  well  knows  to  feign 
Forbidding  fpeech,  coy  looks,  and  cold  difdain. 
To  raife  his  paffion.     Such  are  female  arts. 
To  hold  in  fafer  fnares  inconftant  hearts ! 

LAURA, 
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Parthenia's  breaft  is  fteel'd  with  real  fcorn. 

DIONE. 

And  doll  thou  think  Evander  will  return  ? 

LAURA. 

Forego  thy  fex,  lay  all  thy  robes  afide. 
Strip  ofF  thcfe  ornaments  of  female  pride  ; 
The  Ihepherd's  veil  muft  hide  thy  graceful  air. 
With  the  bold  manly  ftep  a  fwain  appear  ; 
Then  with  Evander  may'ft  thou  rove  unknown. 
Then  let  thy  tender  elegance  be  fliown  ; 
Then  the  new  fury  of  his  heart  control. 
And  with  Dione's  fufterings  touch  his  foul. 

D I  o  r;  E . 
Sweet  as  refreftiing  dews,  or  fummer  fliowers. 
To  the  long  parching  thirft  of  drooping  flowers ; 
Grateful  as  fanning  gales  to  fainting  fwains. 
And  foft  as  trickling  balm  to  bleeding  pains  ; 
Such  are  thy  words.     The  fex  fhall  be  refign'd. 
No  more  ftiall  braided  gold  thefe  trefles  bind ; 
The  fhepherd's  garb  the  woman  fhall  difguife. 
If  he  has  loft  all  love,  may  friendfhip's  tyes 
Unite  me  to  his  heart ! 

LAURA. 

■  Go,  profperous  maid. 

May  fmiling  love  thy  faithful  wifhes  aid ! 
Be  now  Alexis  call'd.     With  thee  I'll  rove. 
And  watch  thy  wanderer  through  the  mazy  grove  : 

Let 
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Xet  me  be  honour'd  with  a  filler's  name ; 
For  thee,  I  feel  a  more  than  filter's  flame. 

D  I  o  N  E  . 

Perhaps  my  fhepherd  has  outftript  her  hafte. 
Think'ft  thou,  when  out  of  fight,  fhe  flew  fo  fafl  ? 
One  fudden  glance  might  turn  her  favage  mind  ; 
May  flie  like  Daphne  fly,  nor  look  behind. 
Maintain  her  fcorn,  his  eager  flame  defpife. 
Nor  view  Evander  with  Dione's  eyes ! 


Vol,  XXXVII.  Q  ACT 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE     I. 
Lycldas  lying  on  the  graue  of  Menalcas. 

LYCID  AS. 

T  Tt  THEN  (hall  thefe  fcalding  fountains  ceafe  to  flow? 

How  long  will  life  furtain  this  load  of  wde  ? 
Why  glows  the  morn  ?  Roll  back,  thou  fourcc  of  light. 
And  feed  my  forrows  with  eternal  night. 
Come,  fable  Death  !  give,  give  the  welcome  Uroke ; 
Tlie  raven  calls  thee  from  yon'  blafted  oak. 
What  pious  care  my  ghaftful  lid  fhall  clofe  ? 
What  decent  hand  my  frozen  limbs  compofe  ? 
O  happy  fhepherd,  free  from  anxious  pains. 
Who  now  art  wandering  in  the  fighing  plains 
Of  bleil  Elyfium  ;  where  in  myrtle  groves 
Enamour'd  ghofts  bemoan  their  former  loves. 
Open,  thou  filent  grave  ;  for  lo !   I  come 
To  meet  Menalcas  in  the  fragrant  gloom  ; 
There  (hall  my  bofom  burn  wdth  friendship's  flame. 
The  fame  our  paflion,  and  cur  fate  the  fame ; 
There,  like  two  nightingales  on  neighbouring  boughs. 
Alternate  fl:rains  fhall  mourn  our  fruftrate  vows. 
But  if  cold  death  fiiould  clofe  Parthenia's  eye, 
And  fliould  her  beauteous  form  come  gliding  by ; 
Friendfliip  would  foon  in  jealous  fear  be  loft. 
And  kindling  hate  purfue  thy  rival  ghoft. 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E     11. 
Lycidas,  Dione  in  a  Shepherd'' s  Habit. 

L  Y  c  I  D  A  s . 
l^ah  !  who  comes  here  r  turn  hence,  be  timely  wife ; 
Truil  not  thy  fafety  to  Parthenia's  eyes. 
As  from  the  bearing  falcon  fiies  the  dove. 
So,  wing'd  with  fear,  Parthenia  flies  from  love. 

D  1 0  N  E . 
If  in  thefe  vales  the  fatal  beauty  ftray. 
From  the  cold  marble  rife ;  let 's  haile  away. 
Vv'hy  lie  you  panting,  like  the  fmitten  deer? 
Trull  not  the  dangers  which  you  bid  me  fear. 

LYCIDAS. 

Bid  the  lur'd  lark,  whom  tangling  nets  furprize. 
On  foaring  pinion  rove  the  fpacious  fkies  ; 
Bid  the  cag'd  linnet  range  the  leafy  grove ; 
Then  bid  my  captive  heart  get  loofe  from  love. 
The  Ihares  of  death  are  o'er  me.    Hence  !  beware ; 
Lell  you  Ihould  fee  hef,  and  like  me  defpair. 

D 1  o  X  E  . 
No.    Let  her  come  ;  and  feek  this  vale's  recefs. 
In  all  the  beauteous  negligence  of  drefs; 
Though  Cupid  fend  a  fhafi  in  e\'ery  glance. 
Though  all  the  Graces  in  her  ftep  advance. 
My  heart  can  ibind  it  all.    Be  firm,  my  breaft  ; 
Th'  enfnaring  oath,  the  broken  vow  detell: 

Q_2  That 
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That  flame,  which  other  charms  have  power  to  move, 
O  give  it  not  the  facred  name  of  love  ! 
'Tis  perjury,  fraud,  and  meditated  lyes. 
Love  's  feated  in  the  foul,  and  never  dies. 
What  then  avail  her  charms  ?    My  conllant  heart 
Shall  gaze  fecure,  and  mock  a  fecond  dart. 

I,  y  c  I  D  A  s . 
But  you  perhaps  a  happier  fate  have  found, 
-And  the  fame  hand  that  gave,  nov/  heals  the  wound, 
'Or  art  thou  left  abandon'd  and  forlorn, 
A  wretch,  like  me,  the  fport  of  pride  and  fcorn  ? 

DION  E. 

O  tell  me,  fhepherd,  hath  thy  faithlefs  maid, 
Falfe  to  her  vow,  thy  flatter'd  hope  betray'd  ? 
Did  her  fmooth  fpeech  engage  thee  to  believe  ? 
Did  file  proteft  and  fwear,  and  then  deceive  ? 
Such  are  the  pangs  I  feel ! 

LY  CI  D  AS. 

The  haughty  fair 

Contemns  my  fufFerings,  and  difdains  to  hear. 
Let  meaner  Beauties,  learn'd  in  female  fnares. 
Entice  the  fwaia  with  half-confenting  airs ; 
Such  vulgar  arts  ne'er  aid  her  conquering  eyes. 
And  yet,  where'er  ihe  turns,  a  lover  fighs. 
Vain  is  the  fteady  conftancy  you  boaft ; 
.  All  other  love  at  fight  of  her  is  loft. 

D  1  o  N  E . 
True  conftancy  no  time,  no  power,  can  move. 
Trie  that  hath  known  to  change,  ne'er  knew  to  love. 

Thouq;h 
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Though  the  dear  author  of  my  haplefs  fiame 
f'urfue  another;  ilill  my  heart 's  the  fame. 
Am  I  fox  ever  left?   (excufe  thefe  tears) 
May  your  kind  friendfhip  foften  all  my  eares ! 

L  y  C  I  D  A  s . 
What  comfort  can  a  wretch,  like  me,  beftow  ? 

D  I O  N  E  • 

He  beft  can  pity  who  hath  felt  the  woe. 

L  Y  ci  D  A  s . 
Since  difFerent  objedls  have  our  fouls  poffcft^ 
No  rival  fears  cur  fricridfliip  fnall  molelL 

D 1  o  K  E . 
Come,  let  us  leave  the  fliade  of  thefe  brown  hills, 
And  drive  our  ficcks  befide  the  ftreaming  rills. 
Should  the  fair  tyrant  to  thefe  vales  return. 
How  would  thy  breaft  with  double  fury  burji  1 
Go  hence,  and  feek  thy  peace. 


SCENE     iir. 

Lycidas,  DiONE,  Laura. 

L  A  U  R.  A  . 

Fly,  fly  this  place; 
Beware  of  love;  the  proudell  of  her  race 
This  way  approaches :  from  among  the  pines. 
Where  from  the  fteep  the  winding  path  declir.es, 
I  fuw  the  nymph  defcend. 

0^3  ,L  ycjUAs 
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L  Y  C  I  D  A  S . 

She  comes,  fhe  comes  ; 

From  her  the  pafling  Zephyrs  fteal  perfumes. 
As  from  the  violet's  bank  with  odours  fvveet 
Breathes  every  gale ;  fpring  blooms  beneath  her  feet. 
Yes,  'tis  my  faireft ;  here  fhe  's  wont  to  rove. 

LAURA. 

Say,  by  what  figns  I  might  have  known  thy  Love? 

LY  CI  DAS. 

My  Love  is  fairer  than  the  fnowy  breaft 

Of  the  tall  fwan,  whofe  proudly  fwelling  cheft 

Divides  the  wave;  her  trefles,  loofe  behind. 

Play  on  her  neck,  and  wanton  in  the  wind; 

The  riftng  blufhes,  which  her  cheek  o'erfpread. 

Are  opening  rofes  in  the  lily's  bed. 

Know'il  thou  Parthenia  ? 


Wretched  is  the  flave 

Who  ferves  fuch  pride  !   Beliold  Menalcas'  grave  1 
Yet  if  Alexis  and  this  fiehing  fvvain 
Wifh  to  behold  the  Tyrant  of  the  plain. 
Let  us  behind  thefe  myrtles  twining  arms 
Retire  unfeen ;  from  thence  furvey  her  charms. 
Wild  as  the  chaunting  thrufli  upon  the  fpray. 
At  man's  approach,  fhe  fwiftly  flies  away. 
Like  the  young  hare,  I  've  feen  the  panting  maid 
Stop,  liften,  run;  of  every  wind  afraid. 

LVCIDAS, 
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L  Y  C  I  U  A  S . 

And  wilt  thou  never  from  thy  vows  depart? 
Shepherd,  beware— now  fortify  thy  heart.  [ToDione. 
[Lycidas,  Dione,  ^z/^/Laura,  retire  hehindthe  boughs. 


SCENE      IV. 
Parthenia,  Lycidas,  Dione,  Laura, 

parthenia. 
This  melancholy  fcene  demands  a  groan. 
Hah  !  what  infcription  marks  the  weeping  (lone  ? 
"  O  power  of  beauty  !  here  Menalcas  lies. 
**  Gaze  not,  ye  fhepherds,  on  Parthenia's  eyes." 
Why  did  Heaven  form  me  with  fuch  polifh'd  care  ? 
Vv'hy  caft  my  features  in  a  mould  fo  fair? 
If  blooming  beauty  was  a  bleffing  meant. 
Why  are  my  fighing  hours  deny'd  content? 
The  downy  peach,  that  glows  with  funny  dyes. 
Feeds  the  black  fnail,  and  lures  voracious  flies; 
The  juicy  pear  invites  the  feather'd  kind. 
And  pecking  finches  fcoop  the  golden  rind; 
But  beauty  fufFers  more  pernicious  wrongs, 
Blafted  by  envy,  and  cenforious  tongues. 
How  happy  lives  the  nymph  whofe  comely  face 
And  pleafing  glances  boaft  fufficient  grace 
To  wound  the  {wain  flie  loves  1    No  jealous  fears 
Shall  vex  her  nuptial  ftate  with  nightly  tears; 
Nor  amorous  youths,  to  pufh  their  foul  pretence, 
Infeft  her  days  with  dull  impertinence. 

0.4  But 
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But  why  talk  I  of  love  ?    My  guarded  heart 
Difowns  his  power,  and  turns  afide  the  dart. 
Hark !  from  his  hollow  tomb  Menalcas  cries, 
"  Gaze  not,  ye  flicpherds,  on  Parthenia's  eyes." 
Comcj  Lycidas,  the  mournful  lay  perufc. 
Left  thou,  like  him,  Parthenia's  eyes  accufe. 
\_SbeJ}audi  in  a  }nelancholy  pojiure,  looking  07i  the  tomb. 

LVCIDAS. 

Call'd  flie  not  Lycidas  ? — I  come,  my  fair ; 
See  generous  pity  melts  into  a  tear. 
And  her  heart  foftens.    Now 's  the  tender  hour; 
Aflift  me,  Love  !  exert  thy  fovereign  power 
'I'o  tame  the  fcornful  maid. 

D  I  o  N  E . 

Rafh  fvvain,  be  wife: 

'Tis  not  from  thee  or  him ;  from  Love  flie  flies. 
Leave  her,  forget  her.  [They  hold  Lycidas. 

I.  A  u  R  A  . 

V>'hy  this  furious  hafte  ? 

LYCIDAS. 

Unhand  me  ;  loofe  me. 

D  I  o  N  E  . 
— —  Siiler,  hold  him  faft. 
To  follow  her,  is,  to  prolong  defpair. 
Shepherd,  you  muft  not  go. 

Ly  CI  DAS. 

Bold  youth,  forbear. 

Hear  me,  Parthenia. 

PARTHENIA. 
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PARTHENIA. 

■  From  behind  the  fhade 

Methought  a  voice  fome  liftening  fpy  betray'd. 
Yes,  I  'm  obferv'd.  [S/;e  runs  out. 

LYCIDAS. 

Stay,  nymph  ;  thy  flight  fufpend. 
She  hears  me  not — when  will  my  forrows  end  ! 
As  over-fpent  with  toil,  my  heaving  breafl 
Beats  quick.     'Tis  death  alone  can  give  me  reft. 

[He  remains  in  afxt  melancholy. 


SCENE      V. 
Lycidas,  Dione,  Laura. 

LAURA. 

Recall  thy  fcatter'd  fenfe,  bid  reafon  wake. 
Subdue  thy  pafiion. 

LYCI  DAS. 

■  Shall  I  never  fpeak  ? 
She  's  gone,  (he  's  gone — Kindfhepherd,  let  me  refi; 
My  troubled  head  upon  thy  friendly  breaft. 
The  foreft  feems  to  move — O  curfed  ftate  ! 
I  doora'd  to  love,  and  fhe  condemn'd  to  hate  ! 
Tell  me,  Alexis,  art  thou  ftill  the  fame  ? 
Did  not  her  brighter  eyes  put  out  the  flame 
Of  thy  firft  love  ?  did  not  thy  fluttering  heart. 
Whene'er  flie  rais'd  her  look,  confefs  the  dart? 

D  I  0  K  E . 
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DIONE. 

I  own,  the  nymph  is  fairell  of  her  race. 
Yet  I  unmov'd  can  on  this  beauty  gaze. 
Mindful  of  former  promlfe ;  all  that 's  dear. 
My  thoughts,  my  dreams,  my  every  wifh  is  there. 
Since  tlien  our  hopes  are  loft ;  let  friendfhip's  tye 
Calm  our  diftrefs,  and  flighted  love  fupply  ; 
Let  us  together  drive  our  fieecy  ftore. 
And  of  ungrateful  woman  think  no  more. 

LYCIDAS. 

'Tis  death  alone  can  raife  her  from  my  breaft. 

LAURA. 

Why  fhines  thy  love  fo  far  above  the  reft  ? 
Nature,  'tis  true,  in  every  outward  grace. 
Her  niceft  hand  employ'd  ;  her  lovely  face 
With  beauteous  feature  ftampt ;  vvith  rofy  dyes 
Wavm'd  her  fair  cheek  ;  with  lightning  arm'dhereyco 
But,  if  thou  fearch  the  fecrets  of  her  mind. 
Where  ftrall  thy  cheated  foul  a  virtue  find  ? 
Sure  hell  with  cruelty  her  breaft  fupply'd  : 
How  did  {he  glory  when  Menalcas  dy*d  ! 
Pride  in  her  bofom  reigns ;   ftie  's  falfe,  fhe  's  vain ; 
She  firft  entices,  then  infults  the  fwain. 
Shall  female  cunning  lead  thy  heart  aftray  ? 
Shepherd,  be  free;  and  fcorn  for  fcorn  repay. 

LYCIDAS. 

How  woman  talks  of  woman  ! 


DIONE. 
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DIONE. 

Hence  depart; 

Let  a  long  abfence  cure  thy  love-fick  heart. 
To  fome  far  grove  retire,  her  light  dirdaim. 
Nor  with  her  charms  av/ake  the  dying  flame. 
Let  not  an  hour  thy  happy  flight  fiifpend ; 
But  go  not,  Lycidas,  without  thy  friend. 
Together  let  us  feek  the  chearful  plains. 
And  lead  the  dance  among  the  fportive  fwalns. 
Devoid  of  care. 

LAURA. 

Or  elfe  the  groves  difdaia. 
Nor  vvith  the  fylvan  walk  indulge  thy  pain. 
Hafte  to  the  town ;  there  (I  have  oft'  been  told) 
The  courtly  nymph  her  trefles  binds  with  gold. 
To  captivate  the  youths  ;  the  youths  appear 
In  fine  array  ;  in  ringlets  waves  their  hair 
Rich  with  ambrofial  fceats,  the  fair  to  move. 
And  all  the  bufmefs  of  the  day  is  love. 
There  from  the  gaudy  train  feleft  a  dame. 
Her  willing  glance  fliall  catch  an  equal  flame. 

LYCIDAS. 

Name  not  the  Court.  --The  thought  myfoul  confounds. 
And  with  Dione's  wrongs  my  bofom  wounds. 
Heaven  juftly  vindicates  the  faithful  maid; 
And  now  are  all  my  broken  vows  rjepaid. 
Perhaps  flie  now  laments  my  fancy'd  death 
With  tears  unfeign'd ;  and  thinks  my  gafping  breath 

Sish'd 
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Sigh'd  forth  her  name.  O  guilt,  no  more  upbraid ! 

Yes.  I  Ibnd  innocence  and  truth  betray'd.     \^AJide. 

Tiio-H'S.  and  Yikv^h  apart, 
D  I  o  N  E . 

Hark !  how  reflection  wakes  his  confcious  heart. 
From  my  pale  lids  the  trickling  forrows  ftart. 
How  fhall  my  breaft  the  Avelling  fighs  confine  ! 

LAURA. 

O  fmooth  thy  brow,  conceal  our  juft  dcfign  : 
Be  yet  awhile  unknown.     If  grief  arife. 
And  force  a  paffiige  through  thy  gufliing  eyes. 
Quickly  retire,  thy  forrows  to  compofe  ; 
Or  with  a  look  ferene  difguife  thy  woes. 

[Dione  is  going  out,    Laura  n.valks  at  a  difiance. 

LY  CI  DAS. 

Canll  thou,  Alexis,  leave  me  thus  diflrcft? 
AVhere  's  now  the  boalled  friendiliip  of  thy  breaft  : 
Haft  thou  not  oft'  furvey'u  the  dappled  deer 
In  focial  herds  o'erfpread  the  paftures  fair  ? 
When  opening  hounds  the  warmer  fcent  purfue. 
And  force  the  deftin'd  vidim  from  the  crew. 
Oft'  he  returns,  and  fain  would  join  the  band. 
While  all  their  horns  the  panting  wretch  withftand. 
Such  is  thy  friendfhip  ;  thus  might  I  confide. 

D  lONE. 

Why  wilt  thou  cenfure  what  thou  ne'er  haft  try'd  ? 
Sooner  Ihall  fwallows  leave  their  callow  brood. 
Who  with  their  plaintive  chirpings  cry  for  food  ; 

Sooner 
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Sooner  (hall  hens  expofe  their  infant  care. 
When  the  fpread  kite  fails  wheeling  in  the  air ; 
Than  I  foriake  thee  when  by  danger  preft. 
Wrong  not  by  jealous  fears  a  faithful  breall. 

L  YCIDAS. 

it  thy  fair-fpoken  tongue  thy  bofom  fhows. 
There  let  the  fecrets  of  my  foul  repofe. 

D  I  o  N  E . 

Far  be  fufpicion  ;  in  my  truth  confide. 
O  let  my  heart  thy  load  of  cares  divide  '. 

LY  CIDAS. 

Know  then,  Alexis,  that  in  vain  I  flrove 
To  break  her  chain,  and  free  my  foul  from  love: 
On  the  lim'd  twig  thus  finches  beat  their  wings. 
Still  more  entangled  in  their  clammy  firings. 
The  flow-pac'd  days  have  witnefs'd  my  defpair. 
Upon  my  weary  couch  fits  wakeful  care ; 
Down  my  flufh'd  cheek  the  flowing  forrows  run. 
As  dews  defcend  to  weep  the  abfent  fun. 
O  loft  Parthenia  ! 

DIONE. 

Thefe  wild  thoughts  fufpend  ; 

And  in  thy  kind  commands  inftrudt  thy  friend. 

LYCIDAS. 

Whene'er  my  faultering  tongue  would  urge  my  caufe. 
Deaf  is  her  ear,  and  fullen  fhe  withdraws. 
Go  then,  Alexis  ;  feek  the  fcornful  maid. 
In  tender  eloquence  my  fufFerings  plead ; 

Of 
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Of  flighted  paflion  you  the  pangs  have  known; 
O  judge  my  fecret  anguifli  by  your  own  ! 

D  lONE. 

Had  I  the  fkill  inconflant  hearts  to  move. 
My  longing  foul  had  never  loft  my  Love. 
My  feeble  tongue,  in  thefe  foft  arts  untry'd. 
Can  ill  fupport  the  thunder  of  her  pride  ; 
When  he  (hall  bid  me  to  thy  bower  repair. 
How  fhall  my  trembling  lips  her  threats  declare ! 
How  fhall  I  tell  thee  that  fhe  could  behold. 
With  brow  ferene,  thy  corfe  all  pale  and  cold 
Eeat  on  the  dafhing  billow  ?  Should'ft  thou  go 
Where  the  tall  hill  o'erhangs  the  rocks  below. 
Near  thee  the  tyrant  could  unpitying  ftand. 
Nor  call  thee  back,  nor  ftretch  a  faving  hand. 
Wilt  thou  then  ftill  perfift  to  tempt  thy  fate. 
To  feed  her  pride,  and  gratify  her  hate  ? 

L  Y  CI D  A  S . 

Know,  unexperienc'd  youth,  that  v/oman's  mind 
Oft'  fliifts  her  paffions,  like  th'  inconftant  wind ; 
Sudden  fhe  rages,  like  the  troubled  main, 
Now  fmks  the  ftorm,  and  all  is  calm  again. 
Watch  the  kind  moment,  then  my  wrongs  impart. 
And  the  foft  tale  fnall  glide  into  her  heart. 

DIONE. 

No.     Let  her  wander  in  the  lonely  grove. 
And  never  hear  the  tender  voice  of  love. 
Let  her  awhile,  neglefted  by  the  fwain, 
Pafs  by,  nor  fighs  moleft  the  chearful  plain  : 

Thus 
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Thus  Ihall  the  fury  of  her  pride  be  laid  ; 
Thus  humble  into  love  the  haughty  maid. 

L  V  c  I  D  A  s . 

Vain  are  attempts  my  paffion  to  control. 
Is  this  the  balm  to  cure  my  fainting  foul  ? 

D  I  o  X  E . 

Deep  then  among  the  green-wood  (hades  I  '11  rove. 
And  fcek  with  weary'd  pace  thy  wander'd  Love  ; 
Proftrate  I  '11  fall,  and  v/ith  inceffant  prayers 
Hang  on  her  knees,  and  bathe  her  feet  with  tears. 
If  fighs  of  pity  can  her  ear  incline, 
(O  Lycidas,  my  life  is  wrapt  in  thine  !)  ]^  A  fide- 

I  '11  charge  her  from  thy  voice  to  hear  the  tale. 
Thy  voice  more  fvveet  than  notes  along  the  vale 
Breath'd  from  the  v/arbling  pipe :  the  moving  ftrain 
Shall  ftay  her  flight,  and  conquer  her  difdain. 
Yet  if  fhe  hear,  fhouldLove  the  meffage  fpeed. 
Then  dies  all  hope  ;— -then  mufl  Dione  bleed.  {^Aftde. 

LYC;  DAS. 

Hafte  then,  dear  faithful  fwain.   Beneath  thofe  yews-* 
Whofe  fable  arms  the  browneft  ftiade  difrufe, 
"V^Tiere  all  around,  to  fhun  the  fervent  fky. 
The  panting  flocks  in  ferny  thickets  lie ; 
There  with  impatience  fhall  I  wait  my  friend. 
O'er  the  wide  profpeft  frequent  glances  fend 
To  fpy  thy  wifh'd  return.     As  thou  flialt  find 
A  tender  welcome,  may  thy  love  be  kind  ! 

\Exit  Lycidas. 

SCE-NE 
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SCENE      VI. 
DiONE,  Laura. 

D  I  0  N  E  . 

Metliinks  I  'm  now  furrounded  by  defpair. 
And  all  my  withering  hopes  are  loft  in  air. 
Thus  the  young  linnet  on  the  rocking  bough 
Hears  through  long  woods  autumnal  tempefl  blow. 
With  hallow  blafts  the  clafhing  branches  bend ; 
And  yellow  fhowers  of  ruftling  leaves  defcend ; 
She  fees  the  friendly  fhelter  from  her  fly. 
Nor  dare  her  little  pinions  truft  the  flcy ; 
But  on  the  naked  fpray  in  wintery  air. 
All  fliivering,  hopelefs,  mourns  the  dying  year. 
What  have  1  promis'd  ?  ra(h,  untliinking  maid  1 
By  thy  own  tongue  thy  wifhes  are  betray'd ! 

[Laura  advances, 

LAURA. 

Why  walk'il  thou  thus  difturb'd  with  frantic  air? 
Why  roll  thy  eyes  with  madnefs  and  defpair  ? 

DIONE.  [Mu/2/!£. 

How  wilt  thou  bear  to  fee  her  pride  give  way  ? 
When  thus  the  yielding  nymph  fhall  bid  thee  fay, 
*'  Let  not  the  fhepherd  feek  the  filent  grave, 
**  Say,  that  I  bid  him  live— if  hope  can  fave  !'* 

LAURA. 

Hath  he  difcern'd  thee  through  the  fwain's  difguife. 
And  now  alike  thy  love  and  friendlhip  flies  ? 

DIONE. 
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niONE. 

Yes.     Firm  and  faithful  to  the  promife  made, 
I  '11  range  each  funny  hill,  each  lawn  and  glade. 

LAURA. 

'Tis  Laura  fpeaks.     O  calm  your  troubled  mind. 

DIONE, 

Where  fhall  my  fearch  this  envy'd  Beauty  find  ? 
I  '11  go,  my  faithlefs  (hepherd's  caufe  to  plead. 
And  with  my  tears  accufe  the  rival  maid. 
Yet,  fhould  her  foften'd  heart  to  love  incline  ! 

LAURA. 

If  thofe  are  all  thy  fears,  Evander's  thine. 

DlONE. 

Why  Ihould  we  both  in  forrow  wafte  our  days  ? 

If  love  unfeign'd  my  conftant  bofom  fways. 

His  happinefs  alone  is  all  I  prize. 

And  that  is  center'd  in  Parthenia's  eyes. 

Hafte  then,  with  earneft  zeal  her  love  implore. 

To  blefs  his  hours— when  thou  (halt  breathe  no  more. 
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ACT  III. 

S  C  E  N  E     I. 
done  lyi>!g  on  the  ground  by  the  Jide  of  a  Fountain. 

D  I  o  N  E . 
TT  ERE  let  me  reft ;  and  in  the  liquid  glafs 
"\levv  with  impartial  look  my  fading  face. 
Why  are  Parthenia's  ftriking  beauties  priz'd? 
And  why  Dione's  weaker  glance  defpis'd  ? 
Nature  in  various  moulds  has  beauty  caft, 
And  form'd  the  feature  for  each  different  tafte : 
This  fighs  for  golden  locks  and  azure  eyes ; 
That,  for  the  glofs  of  fable  trelTes,  dies. 
Let  all  mankind  thefe  locks,  thefe  eyes  deteft. 
So  I  were  lovely  in  Evander's  breaft  ! 
When  o'er  the  garden's  knot  we  caft  our  view. 
While  fummer  paints  the  ground  with  various  hue ; 
Some  praife  the  gaudy  tulip's  ftreaky  red. 
And  feme  the  filver  lily's  bending  head  ; 
Some  the  jonquil  in  fhining  yellow  dreft. 
And  fome  the  fring'd  carnation's  varied  veft; 
Some  love  the  fober  violet's  purple  dyes, 
Thus  beauty  fares  in  different  lovers'  eyes. 
But  bright  Parthenia  like  the  rofe  appears. 
She  in  all  eyes  fuperior  luftre  bears. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      II. 

DiONE,    LaVRA. 
LAURA. 

Why  thus  beneath  the  filver  willow  laid. 
Weeps  E\ir  Dione  in  the  penfive  fliade  ? 
Haft  thou  yet  found  the  over-arching  bower. 
Which  guards  Parthenia  from  the  fultry  hour? 

DIONE. 

With  weary  ftep  in  paths  unknown  I  ftray'd. 
And  fought  in  vain  the  folitary  maid. 

L  A  U  R  Ar. 

Seeft  thou  the  waving  tops  of  yonder  woods, 
Whofe  aged  arms  imbrown  the  cooling  floods  ? 
The  cooling  floods  o'er  breaking  pebbles  flow. 
And  wafh  the  foil  from  the  big  roots  below ; 
From  the  tall  rock  the  dafliing  waters  bound. 
Hark,  o'er  the  fields  the  rufhing  billows  found  ! 
There,  loft  in  thought,  and  leaning  on  her  crook. 
Stood  the  fad  nymph,  nor  rais'd  her  penfive  look  ; 
With  fettled  eye  the  bubbling  waves  furvey'd. 
And  watch'd  the  whirling  eddies  as  they  play'd. 

DIONE. 

Thither  to  know  my  certain  doom  I  fpeed. 

For  by  this  fentence  life  or  death  's  decreed.   [ExJi. 


R  2  SCENE 
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SCENE       III. 
Laura,  Ci.eanthes. 

LAURA. 

But  fee  !   fome  hr.fty  ftranger  bends  this  way ; 
His  broider'd  veft  reflefts  the  funny  ray  : 
Now  through  the  thinner  boughs  I  mark  his  mien, 
'Now  veil'd,  in  thicker  fhades  he  moves  unfeen. 
Hither  he  turns  ;  I  hear  a  muttering  found  ; 
Behind  this  reverend  oak  with  ivy  bound 
Quick  I  '11  retire ;  with  bufy  thought  pofleft. 
His  tongue  betrays  the  fecrets  of  his  breaft. 

[  She  hides  hi  rfelf. 

CLEAN  THES. 

The  fkilful  hunter  with  experienc'd  care 
Traces  the  doubles  of  the  circling  hare ; 
The  fubtle  fox  (who  breathes  the  weary  hound 
O'er  hills  and  plains)  in  diftant  brakes  is  found; 
With  eafe  we  track  fwift  hinds  and  flcipping  roes. 
But  who  th'  inconftant  ways  of  woman  knows  ? 
They  fay,  Ihe  wanders  with  the  fylvan  train. 
And  courts  the  native  freedoms  of  the  plain  ; 
Shepherds  explain  their  wifh  without  offence. 
Nor  blufh  the  nymphs  ;---for  Love  is  innocence. 
O  lead  me  where  the  rural  youth  retreat. 
Where  the  flope  hills  the  warbling  voice  repeat. 
Perhaps  on  daify'd  turf  reclines  the  maid. 
And  near  her  fide  fome  rival  clown  is  laid. 

Yet, 
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Yet,  yet  I  leva  her. — O  lofl  nymph  return. 
Let  not  thy  fire  with  tenrs  inceflant  mourn  ; 
Return,  lofl  nymph  ;   bid  forrow  ceafe  to  flow. 
And  let  Dione  glad  the  houfe  of  wee. 

LAURA. 

Cal'i'd  he  not  loft  Dione?  hence  I  '11  frart, 

Crofs  his  flow  fleps,  and  fife  his  opening  heart.  \Jf,dr 

CLEANTHES. 

Tell  me,  fair  nymph,  direft  my  wandering  way  ; 
Where,  in  clofe  bowers,  to  fliun  the  fultry  ray, 
Repofe  the  fwains  ;  whofe  flocks  with  bleating  All 
The  bordering  foreft  and  the  thymy  hill. 
But  if  thou  frequent  join  thofe  fylvan  bands, 
Thyfelf  can  anfwer  what  my  foul  demands. 

LAURA. 

Seven  years  I  trod  thefefields,thefebowers,and  glades. 
And  by  the  leflening  and  the  lengthening  fliades 
Have  mark'd  the  hours ;  uhat  time  my  flock  to  lead 
To  funny  mountains,  or  the  watery  mead : 
Train'd  in  the  labours  of  the  fylvan  crew. 
Their  fports,  retreats,  their  cares  and  loves  I  knew. 

CLEANTHES. 

Inflrudl  me  then,  if  late  among  your  race, 
A  flranger  nymph  is  found,  of  noble  grace. 
In  rural  arts  unfkill'd,  no  charge  flie  tends ; 
Nor  when  the  morn  and  evening  dew  defcends 
Milks  the  big-udder'd  ewe.     Her  mien  and  drcfs 
The  polifl)'d  manners  of  the  Court  confefs.  • 
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LAURA. 

Eacii  (lay  arrive  the  neigbouring  nymphs  and  fvvains. 
To  (hare  the  paftime  of  our  jovial  plains  ; 
How  can  I  there  thy  roving  beauty  trace. 
Where  not  one  nymph  is  bred  of  vulgar  race! 

CLEAKTHES. 

If  yet  fhe  breathe,  what  tortures  muft  fhe  find ! 
The  curfe  of  difobedience  tears  her  mind. 
If  e'er  your  breafi  with  filial  duty  burn'd. 
If  e'er  you  forrow'd  when  a  parent  m.ourn'd ; 
Tell  her,  I  charge  you,  with  inceffant  groans 
Her  drooping  fire  his  abfent  child  bemoans. 

LAURA. 

Unhappy  man  ! 

CLEANTHES. 

With  llorms  of  paffion  toll. 
When  firft  he  learnt  his  vagrant  child  was  loft. 
On  the  cold  floor  h's  trembling  limbs  he  flung. 
And  with  thick  blows  liis  hoUcw  bofom  rung ; 
Then  up  he  ftarted,  and  with  fixt  furprize. 
Upon  her  pifture  threw  his  frantick  eyes. 
While  thus  he  ciy'd:  "  In  her  my  life  was  bound, 
"  Warm  in  each  feature  is  her  mother  found ! 
*'  Perhaps  defpair  has  been  her  fatal  guide, 
*♦  And  now  (he  floats  upon  the  weeping  tide  ; 
"  Or  on  the  willow  hung,  with  head  reclin'd, 
"  All  pale  and  cold  fhe  wavers  in  the  wind. 
*•  Did  I  not  force  her  hence  by  harfli  commands  ? 
"  Did  not  her  foul  abhor  the  nuptial  bands  ?" 

LAURA. 
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LAURA. 

Teach  not,  ye  fires,  your  daughters  to  rebel. 
By  counfel  rein  their  wills,  but  ne'er  compel. 

CLEAN  THES. 

Ye  duteous  daughters,  trufl  thefe  tender  guides  ; 
Nor  think  a  parent's  breafi:  the  tyrant  hides. 

LAURA. 

From  either  lid  the  fcalding  forrows  roll  ; 
The  moving  tale  runs  thrilling  to  my  foul. 

CLEANTHES. 

Perhaps  Ihe  wanders  in  the  lonely  woods. 

Or  on  the  fedgy  borders  of  the  floods ; 

Thou  know'll  each  cottage,  foreft,  hill,  and  vale. 

And  pebbled  brook  that  winds  along  the  dale. 

Search  each  fequefter'd  dell  to  find  the  fair ; 

And  juft  reward  fhall  gratify  thy  care. 

LAURA. 

O  ye  kind  boughs,  proteft  the  virgin's  flight. 
And  guard  Dione  from  his  prying  fight  I      \AJlde, 

CLEANTHES. 

Mean  while,  I  '11  feek  the  fliepherd's  cool  abodes. 
Point  me,  fair  nymph,  along  thefe  doubtful  roads. 

LAURA. 

Seeft  thou  yon'  mountain  rear  his  fliaggy  brow  ? 
In  the  green  valley  graze  the  flocks  below : 
There  every  gale  with  warbling  mufic  floats. 
Shade  anfwers  fhade,  and  breathes  alternate  notes. 

\Exit  Cleanthes. 
R4  He's 
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He  's  gone  ;  and  to  die  diHant  vale  is  fent. 
Nor  Ihall  his  force  Dione's  love  prevent. 
But  fee,  (lie  comes  again  with  hafty  pace. 
And  confcious  plcafure  dimples  on  her  face. 

SCENE     IV. 
Laura,  D  i  o  n  e  . 

D  I  O  N  E  . 

I  found  her  laid  befide  the  cry  Hal  brook, 
Nor  rais'd  fhe  from  the  Ilream  her  fettled  look. 
Till  near  her  fide  I  flood  ;  her  head  fhe  rears. 
Starts  fudden,  and  her  fhrieks  confefs  her  fears. 

LAURA. 

Did  not  thy  words  her  thoughtful  foul  furprize. 
And  kindle  fparkling  anger  in  her  eyes  ? 

D  I  o  N  E  . 

Thus  file  reply'd,  with  rage  and  fcorn  poffeft. 

"  Will  importuning  love  ne'er  give  me  reft? 

"  Why  am  I  thus  in  defcrts  wild  purfu'd, 

*'  Like  guilty  confciences  when  ftain'd  with  blood? 

"  Sure  bcdlng  ravens,  from  the  blafted  oak, 

*'  Shall  learn  the  name  of  Lycidas  to  croak, 

* '  To  found  it  in  my  ears !   As  fv.ains  pafs  by, 

*•  With  Iodic  afkance,  they  Ihake  their  heads  and  crv, 

*'  Lo  !   this  is  fhe  for  whom  the  fhepherd  dy'd  ! 

**  Soon  Lycidas,  a  viftim  to  her  pride, 

*'  Shall  feck  the  grave ;  and  in  the  glimmering  glade, 

**  With  look  all  pale,  fhall  glide  the  reftlefs  fhade 

"  Of 
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*'  Of  the  poor  fwain ;  while  we  with  haggard  eye 
*'  And  briftled  hair  the  fleeting  phantom  fly." 
Still  let  their  curfes  innocence  upbraid : 
Heaven  never  will  forfake  the  virtuous  maid. 

LAURA. 

Didft  thou  perfift  to  touch  her  haughty  bread  ? 

D 1 0  N  E . 
She  ftill  the  more  difdain'd,  the  more  I  preft. 

LAURA. 

When  you  were  gone,  thefe  walks  a  ftranger  croft. 
He  turn'd  through  every  path,  and  wander'd  loft; 
To  me  he  came ;  with  courteous  fpeech  demands 
Beneath  what  bowers  repcs'd  the  fhepherd  bands ; 
Then  further  afks  me,  if  among  that  race 
A  fhepherdefs  was  found  of  courtly  grace ; 
With  proflMsr'd  bribes  my  faithful  tongue  effays ; 
But  for  no  bribe  the  faithful  tongue  betrays. 
In  me  Dione's  fafe.     Far  hence  he  fpeeds. 
Where  other  hills  refound  with  other  reeds. 

D  1 0  x  E  . 
Should  he  come  back;   Sufpicion's  jealous  eyes 
Might  trace  my  feature  through  the  fwain's  difguife. 
Now  every  noife  and  whittling  wind  I  dread. 
And  in  each  found  approaches  human  tread. 

LAURA. 

He  faid,  he  left  your  houfe  involv'd  in  cares. 
Sighs  fwell'd  each  breaft,  each  eye  o'erflow'd  with 
For  his  loft  child  thy  penfive  father  mourns,     [tears ; 
And  funk  in  forrow  to  the  duft  returns. 

Go 


2^o  G  A  Y'S     P  O  E  M  S. 

Go  back,  obedient  daughter  ;  hence  depart. 
And  Hill  the  fighs  that  tear  his  anxious  heart. 
Soon  fhall  Evander,  wearied  with  difdain. 
Forego  thefe  fields,  and  feek  the  town  again. 

DIONE. 

Think,  Laura,  what  thy  hafty  thoughts  perfuade. 
If  I  return,  to  Love  a  vidlim  made. 
My  wrathful  fire  will  force  his  harfli  command. 
And  with  Cleanthes  join  my  trembling  hand. 

LAURA. 

Truft  a  fond  father;  raife  him  from  defpair. 

DIONE. 

T  fly  not  him  ;  I  fly  a  life  of  care. 
On  the  high  nuptials  of  the  Court  look  round ; 
Where  fl;all,  alas,  one  happy  pair  be  found  1 
There  marriage  is  for  fervile  intereft  fought: 
Is  love  for  wealth  or  power  or  tide  bought? 
*Tis  hence  domellic  jars  their  peace  deftroy. 
And  loofe  adultery  fteals  the  ftiameful  joy. 
But  fearch  we  wide  o'er  all  the  blifsful  plains. 
Where  love  alone,  devoid  of  intereft,  reigns. 
What  concord  in  each  happy  pair  appears ! 
How  fondnefs  itrengthens  with  the  rolling  years ! 
Superior  power  ne'er  thwarts  their  foft  delights. 
Nor  jealous  accufation^  wake  their  nights. 

LAURA. 

May  all  thofe  bleflings  on  Dione  fall. 

DIONE. 

Grant  me  Evander,  and  I  (hare  them  all. 

Shall 
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Shall  a  fond  parent  give  perpetual  ilrife. 
And  doom  his  child  to  be  a  wretch  for  life  ? 
Though  he  bequeath'd  me  all  thefe  woods  and  plains. 
And  all  the  flocks  the  ruffet  down  contains ; 
With  all  the  golden  harvefts  of  the  year. 
Far  as  where  yonder  purple  mountains  rear  ; 
Can  thefe  the  broils  of  nuptial  life  prevent  ? 
Can  thefe,  without  Evander,  give  content? 
But  fee,  he  comes. 

LAURA. 

——I  '11  to  the  vales  repair. 
Where  wanders  by  the  ftream  my  fleecy  care. 
Mayll  thou  the  rage  of  this  new  flame  control. 
And  wake  Dicne  in  his  tender  foul !      [E,\u  Laura» 

S  C  E  N  E      V. 

DiONE,      LyCIDAS. 
LYCIDAS. 

Say,  my  Alexis,  can  thy  words  impart 
Kind  rays  of  hope  to  chear  a  doubtful  heart  r 
How  didft  thou  firft  my  pangs  of  love  difclofe  ? 
Did  her  difdainful  brow  confirm  my  woes  ? 
Or  did  foft  pity  in  her  bofom  rife. 
Heave  on  her  breafr,  and  languiih  in  her  eyes  ? 

DIONE. 

How  {hall  my  tongue  the  faultering  tale  explain  t 
My  heart  drops  blood  to  give  the  fliepherd  pain. 

LYCIDAS. 
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L  Y  C  I  D  A  S . 

iPronounce  her  utmoft  fcorn  ;  I  come  prepar'd 
To  meet  my  doom.    Say,  is  my  death  declar'd? 

D  I  0  \  E  . 
Why  fhould  thy  fate  depend  on  woman's  will ! 
Forget  this  tyrant,  and  be  happy  ftill. 

LYCID  AS. 

DidH:  thou  befeech  her  not  to  fpeed  her  fliglu. 
Nor  l"hun  with  wrathful  glance  mv  hated  fight? 
Will  fhe  confent  my  fighing  plaint  to  hear. 
Nor  let  my  piercing  cries  be  loft  in  air? 

D  I  0  N  E  . 

Can  mariners  appcafe  the  tolling  ftorm. 

When  foaming  waves  the  yawning  deep  deform? 

When  o'er  the  fable  cloud  the  thunder  flies, 

Say,  who  fhall  calm  the  terror  of  the  fkies  ? 

Who  fhall  the  lion's  famifh'd  roar  alTuage  ? 

And  can  we  ftill  proud  woman's  ftronger  rage  ? 

Soon  as  my  faithful  tongue  pronounc'd  thy  name. 

Sudden  her  glances  Ihot  refentful  flame: 

Be  dumb,  fhe  cries,  this  whining  love  give  o'er. 

And  vex  me  v\ith  the  teazing  theme  no  more. 

L  Y  CI  D  A  s . 
'Tis  pride  alone  that  keeps  alive  her  fcorn. 
Can  the  mean  fvvain,  in  humble  cottage  born. 
Can  Poverty  that  haughty  heart  obtain. 
Where  avarice  and  ilrong  ambition  reign  ? 
If  Poverty  pafs  by  in  tatter 'd  coat. 
Curs  vex  his  heels  aind  Ibetch  their  barking  throat  j 

If 
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If  chance  he  mingle  in  the  female  croud. 
Pride  tofles  high  her  head.  Scorn  laughs  aloud ; 
Each  nymph  turns  from  him  to  her  gay  gallant. 
And  wonders  at  the  impudence  of  Want. 
'Tis  vanity  that  rules  all  woman-kind. 
Love  is  the  weakeft  paffion  of  their  mind, 

D  I  o  N  E  . 

Though  one  is  by  thofe  fervile  views  poffift, 
O  Lycidas,  condemn  not  all  the  reft. 

LYCIDAS. 

Though  I  were  bent  beneath  a  load  of  years. 
And  fe\  enty  winters  thin'd  my  hoary  hairs ; 
Yet,  if  my  olive  branches  dropt  with  oil. 
And  crooked  {hares  were  brighten'd  in  my  foil. 
If  lowing  herds  my  fattening  meads  poffeft. 
And  my  white  fleece  the  tawny  mountain  dreft; 
Then  would  fhe  lure  me  wiih  love-darting  glance, 
Then  with  fond  mercenary  fmiles  advance. 
Though  hell  with  every  vice  my  foul  had  ftain'd. 
And  froward  anger  in  my  bofom  reign'd, 
Though  avarice  my  coffers  cloath'd  in  ruft. 
And  my  joints  trembled  with  enfeebled  luft ; 
Yet,  were  my  ancient  name  with  titles  great. 
How  would  fhe  languifh  for  the  gaudy  bait  1 
If  to  her  love  all-tempting  wealth  pretend. 
What  virtuous  woman  can  her  heart  defend  ? 

DIONE. 

Conquefts,  thus  meanly  bought,  men  foon  defpife, 
Andjuftly  flight  the  mercenary  prize. 

liYCIDAS. 
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L  Y  C  I  D  A  S . 

I  know  thefe  frailties  in  her  breaft  refide, 

Direft  her  glance,  and  every  aftion  guide. 

Still  let  Alexis'  faithful  friendlTiip  aid, 

Once  more  attempt  to  bend  the  ftubborn  maid. 

Tell  her,  no  bafe-born  fwain  provokes  her  fccm,  • 

No  clown,  beneath  the  fedgy  cottage  born  ; 

Tell  her,  for  her  this  fylvan  drefs  I  took, 

For  her  my  name  and  pomp  of  Courts  forfook ; 

My  lofty  roofs  with  golden  fculpture  fliine. 

And  my  high  birth  defcends  from  ancient  line. 

DIONE. 

Love  is  a  facred  voluntary  fire. 
Gold  never  bought  that  pure,  that  chafle  defire. 
Who  thinks  true  love  for  lucre  to  poflefs. 
Shall  grafp  falfe  flattery  and  the  feign'd  carefs ; 
Can  we  believe  that  mean,  that  fervile  wife. 
Who  vilely  fells  her  dear-bought  love  for  life. 
Would  not  her  virtue  for  an  hour  refign. 
If  in  her  fight  the  profFer'd  treafure  ihine. 

L  V  CI  D  A  s . 

Can  reafon  (when  by  winds  fwift  fires  are  borne 
O'er  waving  harvefts  of  autumnal  corn) 
The  driving  fury  of  the  flame  reprove  ? 
Who  then  fliall  reafon  with  a  heart  in  love ! 

D  I  o  N  E  . 

Yet  let  me  fpeak ;  O  may  my  words  perfuade 
The  noble  youth  to  quit  this  fylvan  maid  ! 
Refign  thy  crook,,  no  more  to  plains  refort,   ■ 
-Look  routid  on  all  the  beauties  of  the  Court ; 

There 
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There  fhall  thy  merit  find  a  worthy  flame. 
Some,  nymph  of  equal  wealth  and  equal  name. 
Think,  if  thefe  offers  fhould  thy  wiih  obtain. 
And  fhould  the  rulHck  beauty  floop  to  gain; 
Thy  heart  could  ne'er  prolong  th'  unequal  fire. 
The  fudden  blaze  would  in  one  year  expire ; 
Then  thy  rafh  folly  thou  too  late  ilialt  chide. 
To  poverty  and  bafe-born  blood  allv'd  ; 
Her  vulgar  tongue  fhall  animate  the  flrife. 
And  hourly  difcord  vex  thy  future  life. 

LYCJDAS. 

Such  is  the  force  thy  faithful  words  impart. 
That  like  the  galling  goad  they  pierce  my  heart. 
You  think  fair  virtue  in  my  breaft  refides. 
That  honefl  truth  my  lips  and  aftions  guides. 
Deluded  fhepherd,  could  you  view  my  foul. 
You  'd  fee  it  with  deceit  and  treachery  foul ; 
I  'm  bafe,  perfidious.'     Ere  from  Court  I  came. 
Love  fingled  from  the  train  a  beauteous  dame ; 
The  tender  maid  my  fervent  vows  believ'd. 
My  fervent  vovy^s  the  tender  maid  deceiv'd. 
Why  doft  thou  tremble  ? —  why  thus  heave  thy  fighs  f' 
Why  Ileal  thy  filent  forrows  from  thy  eyes  ? 

DiONE.  ':• 

Sure  the  foft  lamb  hides  rage  within  his  breafl. 
And  cooing  turtles  arje  with  hate  poffefl ; 
When  from  fo  f\veet  a  tongue  flow  fraud  and  lies,  ^ 
And  thofe  meek  looks  a  perjur'd  heart  difguife. 

Ah! 
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Ah  !   who  {hall  now  on  faithlefs  man  depend? 

The  treacherous  lover  proves  as  falfe  a  friend. 

LYCID  AS. 

When  with  Dione's  love  my  bofom  glow'd. 
Firm  conftancy  and  truth  fmcere  I  vow'd ; 
But  fmce  Parthenia's  brighter  charms  were  known. 
My  love,  my  conflancy  and  truth  are  flown. 

DION  E. 

Are  not  thy  hours  with  confclous  anguifh  ftung  ? 
Swift  vengeance  muft  o'ertake  the  perjur'd  tongue. 
The  Gods  the  caufe  of  injur 'd  love  aflert. 
And  arm  with  ftubborn  pride  Parthenia's  heart. 

LYCID  AS. 

Go,  try  her ;  tempt  her  with  my  birth  and  ftate. 
Stronger  ambition  wall  fubdue  her  hate. 

DIONE. 

O  rather  turn  thy  thoughts  on  that  loft  maid, 
Whofe  hourly  fighs  thy  faithlefs  oath  upbraid ! 
Think  you  behold  her  at  the  dead  of  night, 
Plac'd  by  the  glimmering  taper's  paly  light. 
With  all  your  letters  fpread  before  her  view. 
While  trickling  tears  the  tender  lines  bedew; 
Sobbing  fhe  reads  the  perjuries  o'er  and  o'er. 
And  her  long  nights  know  peaceful  fleep  no  more. 

LYCIDAS. 

Let  me  forget  her. 


DIONE. 
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DIONE. 

O  falfe  youth,  relent ; 
Think  fliould  Parthenia  to  thy  hopes  confent ; 
When  Hymen  joins  your  hands,  and  mufick's  voice 
Makes  the  glad  echoes  of  thy  domes  rejoice. 
Then  fhall  Dione  force  the  crouded  hall. 
Kneel  at  thy  feet,  and  loud  for  jullice  call: 
Could  you  behold  her  weltering  on  the  ground. 
The  purple  dagger  reeking  from  the  wound ; 
Could  you,  unmov'd,  this  dreadful  fight  furvey  ? 
Such  fatal  fcenes  Ihall  ftain  the  bridal  day. 

LYCIDAS. 

The  horrid  thought  finks  deep  into  my  foul. 
And  down  my  cheek  unwilling  forrows  roll. 

D  I  o  N  E  .^ 
From  this  new  flame  you  may  as  yet  recede. 
Or  have  you  doom'd  that  guiltlefs  maid  fhall  bleed  ? 

LYCIDAS. 

Name  her  no  more. — Hafte,  feek  the  fylvan  Fair. 

D  I O  N  E  . 

Should  the  rich  proffer  tempt  her  liftening  ear. 
Bid  all  your  peace  adieu.     O  barbarous  youth. 
Can  you  forego  your  honour,  love,  and  truth? 
Yet  Ihould  Parthenia  wealth  and  title  flight. 
Would  jullice  then  reftore  Dione's  right? 
Would  you  then  dry  her  ever-falling  tears; 
And  blcfs  with  honeft  love  your  future  years? 

Vol.  XXXVII.  S  lycidas. 
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L  V  C  I  D  A  S  . 

I  '11  in  yon'  flaade  thy  wifh'd  return  attend  ; 
Come,  quickly  come,  and  cheer  thy  fighing  friend. 

[Exit  Lycidas. 

DION  E. 

Should  her  proud  foul  refift  the  tempting  bait. 
Should  flie  contemn  his  profFer'd  wealth  and  ftate ; 
Then  I  once  more  his  perjur'd  heart  may  move. 
And  in  his  bofom  wake  the  dying  love. 
As  the  pale  wretch  involv'd  in  doubts  and  fears. 
All  trembling  in  the  judgement-hall  appears  i 
So  fhall  I  ftand  before  Parthenia's  eyes. 
For  as  flas  dooms,  Dione  lives  or  dies. 


ACT 
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ACT     IV. 

SCENE       I. 

L  Y  c  I D  AS,  Pa  R  T  H  E  N I A ,  af.erp  in  a  Bcz'.cr. 

LYCIDAS. 

Il/T  a  Y  no  rude  wind  the  ruftling  branches  move ; 

Breathe  foft,  ye  filent  gales,  nor  wake  my  Love. 
Ye  Shepherds,  piping  homeward  on  the  way. 
Let  not  the  diftant  echoes  learn  your  lay ; 
Strain  not,  ye  nightingales,  your  warbling  throat. 
May  no  loud  ihake  prolong  the  Ihrillcr  note. 
Left  fhe  awake ;  O  Sleep,  fecure  her  eyes. 
That  I  may  gaze ;  for,  if  fhe  wake,  fhe  flies. 
While  eafy  dreams  compofe  her  peaceful  foul. 
What  anxious  cares  within  my  bofom  roll ! 
If  tir'd  with  fighs  beneath  the  beech  I  lie. 
And  languid  flumber  clofe  my  weeping  eye. 
Her  lovely  viiion  rifes  to  my  view. 
Swift  flies  the  nymph,  and  fwift  would  I  puruie ; 
I  ftrive  to  call,  my  tongue  has  loft  its  found ; 
Like  rooted  oaks,  my  feet  benumb'd  are  bound; 
Struggling  I  wake.    Again  my  forrows  flow. 
And  not  one  flattering  dream  deludes  my  woe. 
What  innocence  !  how  meek  is  every  grace  ! 
How  fweet  the  fmile  that  dimples  on  her  face. 
Calm  as  the  fleeping  feas !   but  fhould  my  fighs 
Too  rudely  breathe,  what  angry  ftorms  would  rife  ! 
S  2  Though 
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Though  the  fair  rofe  with  beauteous  bluih  is  crown'd. 
Beneath  her  fragrant  leaves  the  thorn  is  found ; 
The  peach,  that  with  inviting  crimfon  blooms. 
Deep  at  the  heart  the  cankering  worm  confumes ; 
'Tis  thus,  alas !  thofe  lovely  features  hide 
Difdain  and  anger  and  refentful  pride. 


SCENE      II. 
Lycidas,  Dione,  Parthenia. 

LYCIDA3. 

Hath  profFer'd  greatnefs  yet  o'ercome  her  hate  ? 
And  does  (lie  languish  for  the  glittering  bait  ? 
Againft  the  fvvain  fhe  might  her  pride  fupport. 
Can  {he  fubdue  her  fex,  and  fcorn  a  Court  ? 
Perhaps  in  dreams  the  fliining  vifion  charms. 
And  the  rich  bracelet  fparkles  on  her  arms ; 
In  fancy'd  heaps  the  golden  treafure  glows : 
Parthenia,  wake ;  all  this  thy  fwain  beftows. 

DIONE. 

Sleeps  file  in  thefe  clofe  bowers  ? 

LYCIDAS. 

Lo  !  there  (he  lies. 

DIONE. 

0  may  no  Harding  found  unfeal  her  eyes. 
And  drive  her  hence  av/ay.    'Till  now,  in  vain 

1  trod  the  winding  wood  and  weary  plain. 

Hence, 
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Hence,  Lycidas ;  beyond  thofe  {hades  repo{e> 
While  I  thy  fortune  and  thy  birth  difclofe. 

Lycidas. 
May  I  Parthenia  to  the  friendniip  owe  ? 

D  I  0  N  E  . 

O  rather  think  on  loft  Dione's  woe  ! 
Mull  ihe  thy  broken  faith  for  ever  mourn. 
And  will  that  jufter  paffion  ne'er  return? 

LYCIDAS. 

Upbraid  me  not ;  but  go.    Her  llumbers  chace  ; 
And  in  her  view  the  bright  tem.ptation  place. 

[Exii  Lycidas. 

SCENE      HL 
DiONE,  Parthenia. 

DIONE. 

Now  flames  the  weftern  fky  with  golden  beams. 
And  the  ray  kindles  on  the  quivering  ftreams ; 
Long  flights  of  crows,  high-croaking  from  their  food. 
Now  feek  the  nightly  covert  of  the  wood ; 
The  tender  grafs  with  dewy  cryftal  bends. 
And  gathering  vapour  from  the  heath  afcends. 
Shake  off  this  downy  reft ;  wake,  gentle  maid, 
Truft  not  thy  charms  beneath  the  noxious  fhade. 
Parthenia,  rife. 

S    3  PARTHENIA)' 
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PARTHENIA. 

What  voice  alarms  my  ear  ■ 
A'.vay.    Approach  not.    Hah !   Alexis  there  ! 
Let  us  together  to  the  vales  defcend. 
And  to  the  folds  our  bleating  charge  attend ; 
But  let  me  hear  no  more  that  fhepherd's  name, 
Ve.V  net  my  quiet  with  his  hateful  flame. 

n  1  o  N  E . 
Can  I  behold  him  gafping  on  the  ground. 
And  feck  no  healing  herb  to  ftaunch  the  wound  ? 
For  thee  continual  fighs  confume  his  heart, 
'Tis  you  alone  can  cure  the  bleeding  fmart. 
Once  more  I  come  the  moving  caufe  to  plead. 
If  rtill  his  fufFerings  cannot  intercede. 
Yet  let  my  friendfliip  do  his  paffion  right. 
And  (how  thy  lover  in  his  native  light. 

PARTHENIA. 

Why  in  dark  myftery  are  thy  words  involv'd  ? 
If  Lycidas  you  mean  ;  know,  I'mrefolv'd. 

DIONE. 

Let  not  thy  kindling  rage  my  words  reftrain. 
Know  then,  Parthenia  flights  no  vulgar  fwain. 
for  thee  he  bears  the  fcrip  and  fylvan  crook. 
For  thee  the  glories  of  a  Court  forfook. 
May  not  thy  heart  the  wealthy  flame  decline  1 
His  honouri,  his  pofl"eflions,  all  are  thine. 

PARTHENIA. 

If  he's  a  Courtier,  O  ye  Nymphs,  beware; 
Thofe  who  moll  promife  are  the  leaft  fincere. 

The 
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The  quick -ey'd  hawk  fhoots  headlong  from  above. 
And  in  his  pounces  bears  the  trembling  dove ; 
The  pilfering  wolf  o'erleaps  the  fold's  defence. 
Eut  the  falfe  Courtier  preys  on  innocence. 
If  he's  a  Courtier,  O  ye  Nymphs,  beware: 
Thofe  who  moft  promife  are  the  leaft  iincere. 

_  DIONE. 

Alas !  thou  ne'er  haft  prov'd  the  fweets  of  State, 
Nor  known  that  female  pleafure,  to  be  great. 
'Tis  for  the  town  ripe  clufters  load  the  poles. 
And  all  our  Autumn  crowns  the  Courtier's  bowls ; 
For  him  our  woods  the  red-ey'd  pheafant  breed. 
And  annual  coveys  in  our  harveft  feed; 
For  him  with  fruit  the  bending  branch  is  ftor'd. 
Plenty  pours  all  her  bleflings  on  his  board. 
If  (when  the  market  to  the  city  calls) 
We  chance  to  pafs  befide  his  palace-walls, 
Does  not  his  hall  with  mufick's  voice  refound. 
And  the  floor  tremble  with  the  dancer's  bound? 
Such  are  the  pleafures  Lycidas  fhall  give. 
When  thy  relenting  bofom  bids  him  live. 

PARTHENIA. 

See  yon  gay  goldfinch  hop  from  fpray  to  fpray. 
Who  fmgs  a  farewel  to  the  parting  day ; 
At  large  he  flies  o'er  hill  and  dale  and  down; 
Is  not  each  bufh,  each  fpreading  tree  his  own? 
And  canft  thou  think  he  '11  quit  his  native  brier. 
For  the  bright  cage  o'er-arch'd  with  golden  wire  ? 
What  then  are  honours,  pomp  and  gold  to  me  ? 
Are  thofe  a  price  to  purchafe  liberty : 

S   4  DIONE 
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D  1 0  N  p. . 

Think,  when  the  Hymeneal  torch  fliall  blaze. 
And  on  the  folemn  rites  the  virgins  gaze ; 
When  thy  fair  locks  with  glittering  gems  are  grac'd. 
And  the  bright  zone  fhall  fparkle  round  thy  waill ; 
How  will  their  hearts  with  envious  forrow  pine. 
When  Lycidas  fhall  join  his  hand  to  thine! 

P  A  R  T  H  E  K  I  A  . 

And  yet,  Alexis,  all  that  pomp  and  fhow 

Are  oft'  the  varnifh  of  internal  woe. 

When  the  chafte  lamb  is  from  her  fillers  led. 

And  interwoven  garlands  paint  her  head ; 

The  gazing  flock,  all  envious  of  her  pride. 

Behold  her  Ikipping  by  the  Prieftefs'  fide; 

Each  hopes  the  flowery  wreath  with  longing  eyes ; 

While  fhe,  alas !  is  led  to  facrifice  ! 

Thus  walks  the  bride  in  all  her  ftate  array'd. 

The  gaze  and  envy  of  each  thoughtlefs  maid. 

DIONE. 

As  yet  her  tongue  refills  the  tempting  fnare. 
And  guards  my  panting  bofom  from  defpair.    \_AJtde. 
Can  thy  ftrong  foul  this  noble  flame  forego? 
Muft  fuch  a  lover  walle  his  life  in  woe  ? 

P  A  R  T  H  E  N  I  A  • 

Tell  him,  his  gifts  I  fcorn ;  not  all  his  art. 
Not  all  his  flattery  fliall  feduce  my  heart. 
Courtiers,  I  know,  are  difciplin'd  to  cheat. 
Their  infant  lips  are  taught  to  lifp  deceit ; 

To 
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To  prey  on  eafy  nymphs  they  range  the  (hade. 
And  vainly  boaft  of  innocence  betray'd  ; 
Chalte  hearts,  unlearn'd  in  falfehood,  they  aflliil. 
And  think  our  ear  will  drink  the  grateful  tale. 
No.     Lycidas  fhall  ne'er  my  peace  deftroy, 
I  'II  guard  my  virtue,  and  content  enjoy. 

I5I0NE. 

So  flrong  a  paffion  in  my  bofom  burns. 
Whene'er  his  foul  is  griev'd,  Alexis  mourns ! 
Canfl  thou  this  importuning  ardor  blame  ? 
Would  not  thy  tongue  for  friendftiip  urge  the  fame  ? 

PARTHENIA. 

Yes,  blooming  fwain.     You  {how  an  honeft  mind ; 

I  fee  it,  with  the  pureft  flame  refin'd. 

Who  (hall  compare  love's  mean  and  grofs  defire 

To  the  chafte  zeal  of  friendfhip's  facred  fire  ? 

By  whining  love  our  weaknefs  is  confeft  ; 

But  llronger  friendship  fhows  a  virtuous  breaft. 

In  Folly's  heart  the  fhort-liv'd  blaze  may  glow, 

Wifdom  alone  can  purer  friendfhip  know. 

Love  is  a  fudden  blaze  which  foon  decays, 

Friendfhip  is  like  the  fun's  eternal  rays ; 

Not  daily  benefits  exhauft  the  flame. 

It  ftill  is  giving,  and  flill  burns  the  fame  ; 

And  could  Alexis  from  his  foul  remove 

All  the  low  images  of  grofl"er  love  ; 

Such  mild,  fuch  gentle  looks  thy  heart  declare. 

Fain  would  my  breaft  thy  faithful  friendfhip  fhare. 

DIONE, 


z66  GAY'S     POEMS. 

DIONE. 

How  dare  you  in  the  difFercnt  fex  confide  ? 

And  feek  a  friend fhip  which  you  ne'er  have  try'd? 

PARTHENIA. 

Yes,  I  ro  thee  could  give  up  all  my  heart. 
From  thy  chafte  eye  no  wanton  glances  dart; 
Thy  modeft  tips  convey  no  thought  impure. 
With  thee  may  ftridleft  virtue  walk  fccure. 

DIONE. 

Yet  can  I  fafely  on  the  nymph  depend, 
Whofe  unrelenting  fcorn  can  kill  my  friend  ! 

PARTHENIA. 

Accufe  me  not,  who  aft  a  generous  part ; 
Had  I,  like  city  maids,  a  fraudful  heart. 
Then  had  his  proffers  taught  my  foul  to  feign. 
Then  had  I  vilely  ftoopt  to  fordid  gain. 
Then  had  I  figh'd  for  honours,  pomp  and  gold. 
And  for  unhappy  chains  my  freedom  fold. 
If  you  would  fave  him,  bid  him  leave  the  plain. 
And  to  his  native  city  turn  again  ; 
There,  ihall  his  pafTion  find  a  ready  cure. 
There  not  one  dame  refills  the  glittering  lure. 

DIONE. 

All  this  I  frequent  urg'd,  but  urg'd  in  vain. 
Alas  !  thou  only  canft  afluage  his  pain  ! 


SCENE 


[     ^67     ] 

SCENE      IV. 
DiONE,  Parthenia,  Lvcidas. 

LYCiUAS.  \Lifieningt 

Why  flays  Alexis  ?  can  my  bofom  bear 
'thus  long  alternate  llorms  of  hope  and  fear  ? 
Yonder  they  walk ;  no  frowns  her  brow  difguife. 
But  love  confenting  fparkles  in  her  eyes ; 
Here  will  I  lifren,  here,  impatient  wait. 
Spare  me,  Parthenia,  and  refign  thy  hate.      \_Jjide. 

parthenia. 
When  Lycidas  (hall  to  the  Court  repair. 
Still  let  Alexis  love  his  fleecy  care  ; 
Still  let  him  chufe  cool  grots  and  fylvan  bowers. 
And  let  Parthenia  fhare  his  peaceful  hoars. 

lycidas. 
What  do  I  hear  ?  my  friendfhip  is  betray'd ; 
The  treacherous  rival  has  feduc'd  the  maid.      \_A(ide, 

PARTHEN I A. 

with  thee,  where  bearded  goats  defcend  the  fteep. 
Or  where,  like  winter's  fnow,  the  nibbling  fheep 
Cloath  the  flope  hills ;   I  '11  pafs  the  cheerful  day. 
And  from  thy  reed  my  voice  fhall  catch  the  lay. 
But  fee,  ftill  Evening  fpreads  her  duflcy  wings. 
The  flock,  flow-moving  from  the  mifty  fprings. 

Now 
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Now  feek  their  fold.  Come,  fhepherd,  let 's  away. 

To  clofe  the  lateft  labours  of  the  day. 

[Exeunt  hand  in  hand. 

SCENE      V. 

LYCIDAS. 

My  troubled  heart  what  dire  difafters  rend  ? 
A  fcornful  millrefs,  and  a  treacherous  friend  ! 
Would  ye  be  cozen'd,  more  than  woman  can, 
Unlock  your  bofom  to  perfidious  man. 
One  faithful  woman  have  thefe  eyes  beheld. 
And  againft  her  this  perjur'd  heart  rebell'd: 
But  fearch  as  far  as  earth's  wide  bounds  extend. 
Where  Ihall  the  wretched  find  one  faithful  friend  ? 

SCENE      VI. 

LyCI  das,    DiONE. 
LYCIDAS. 

Why  ftarts  the  fwain  ?  why  turn  his  eyes  away. 
As  if  amidil  his  path  the  viper  lay  ? 
Did  I  not  to  thy  charge  my  heart  confide  ? 
Did  I  not  truft  thee  near  Parthenia's  fide. 
As  here  ihe  flept  ? 

D  I  o  X  E . 

She  ftraight  my  call  obey'd. 

And  downy  flumber  left  the  lovely  maid  ; 

As 
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As  in  the  morn  awakes  the  folded  rofe. 
And  all  around  her  breathing  odour  throws  ; 
So  wak'd  Parthenia. 

LYCIDAS. 

Could  thy  guarded  heart, 

Vv'hen  her  full  beauty  glow'd,  put  by  the  dart  ? 
Yet  on  Alexis  let  my  foul  depend ; 
'Tis  moft  ungenerous  to  fufpe<5l  a  friend. 
And  thou,  I  hope,  hall  well  that  name  profell. 

D  I  o  N  E  . 

O  could  thy  piercing  eye  difcern  my  breaft  1 
Could'ft  thou  the  fecrets  of  my  bofom  fee. 
There  every  thought  is  fill'd  with  cares  for  thee. 

LYCIDAS. 

Is  there,  againft  hypocrify,  defence. 

Who  cloaths  her  words  and  looks  with  innocence ! 

Say,  fhepherd,  when  you  profFer'd  wealth  and  ftate. 
Did  not  her  fcorn  and  fuppled  pride  abate  ? 

D  I  o  N  E  . 

As  fparkling  diamonds  to  the  feather'd  train. 
Who  fcrape  the  winnow'd  chaff  in  fearch  of  grain  ; 
Such  to  the  Ihepherdefs  the  Court  appears : 
Content  Ihe  feeks,  and  fpurns  thofe  glittering  cares. 

LYCIDAS. 

'Tis  not  in  woman  grandeur  to  defpife, 
'Tis  not  from  Courts,  from  me  alone  fhe  flies. 
Did  not  my  pafTion  fuffer  like  difgrace. 
While  ihe  believ'd  me  born  of  fylvan  race? 

Doll 
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Doft  thou  not  think,  this  proudefl:  of  her  kind 

Has  to  fome  rival  fwain  her  heart  refign'd  ? 

D  I  o  N  E . 
No  rival  fliepherd  her  diidain  can  move ; 
Her  frozen  bofom  is  averfe  to  love. 

L  Y  C  I  D  A  s . 

Say,  art  thou  fare,  that  this  ungrateful  f;iir 
Scorns  all  alike,  bids  all  alike  dcfpair  ? 

D  I  0  N  E . 

How  can  I  know  the  fecrets  of  her  heart  ? 

LYCI  DAS. 

Anfwer  fincere,  nor  from  the  queftion  ftart. 
Say,  in  her  glance  was  never  love  eonfeft. 
And  is  no  fwain  diftinguifh'd  from  the  reft  ? 

DIONE. 

O  Lycidas,  bid  all  ihy  troubles  ceafe  ; 
Let  not  a  thought  on  her  difturb  thy  peace. 
May  juftice  bid  thy  former  paffion  wake; 
Think  how  Dione  fufFers  for  thy  fake : 
Let  not  a  broken  oath  thy  honour  ftain. 
Recall  thy  vows,  and  feek  the  town  again. 

L  Y  c  I  D  A  s . 
What  means  Alexis  ?  where  's  thy  friendiliip  flown  ? 
Why  am  I  banifh'd  to  the  hateful  town  ? 
Hath  fome  new  fhepherd  warm'd  Parthenia's  breaft  ? 
And  does  my  love  his  amorous  hours  molell  ? 
Is  it  for  this  thou  bid'll  me  quit  the  plain  ? 
Yes,  yes,  thou  fondly  lov'ft  this  rival  fwain. 

When 
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When  firfl:  my  cheated  foul  thy  friendfhip  woo'd. 
To  my  warm  heart  I  took  the  viperous  brood. 

0  falfe  Alexis ! 

DIONE. 

Why  am  I  accus'd  ? 
Thy  jealous  mind  is  by  weak  fears  abus'd. 

LY  Cl  D  AS. 

Was  not  my  bofom  fraught  with  falfe  defign  ? 
Didft  thou  not  plead  his  caufe,  and  give  up  mine  ? 
Let  not  thy  tongue  evalive  anfwer  feek  ; 
The  confcious  crimfon  rifes  on  thy  cheek  : 
Thy  coward  confcience,  by  thy  guilt  difmay'u, 
Shakes  in  each  joint,  and  owns  that  I  'm  betray'd. 

D  1  O  N  E  . 

How  my  poor  heart  is  wrong'd !  O  fpare  thy  friend  ! 

LYCIDAS. 

Seek  not  detedled  falfehood  to  defend. 

DIONE. 

Beware,  left  blind  fufpicion  rafhly  blame. 

LYCIUAS. 

Own  thyfelf  then  the  rival  of  my  flame. 
If  this  be  fhe  for  whom  Alexis  pin'd. 
She  now  no  more  is  to  thy  vows  unkind. 
Behind  the  thicket's  twifted  verdure  laid, 

1  witnefs'd  every  tender  thing  Ihe  faid ; 
I  faw  bright  pleafure  kindle  in  her  eyes. 
Love  warm'd  each  feature  at  thy  foft  replies. 

D  1 0  X  E . 
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DIONE. 

Yet  hear  me  fpeak. 

LYCI  DAS. 

In  vain  is  all  defence. 
Did  not  thy  treacherous  hand  conduft  her  hence  ? 
Hafte,  from  my  fight.     Rage  burns  in  every  vein; 
Never  approach  my  juft  revenge  again. 

DIONE. 

O  fearch  my  heart ;  there  injur 'd  truth  thou'It  find. 

LYCI  DAS. 

Talk  not  of  Truth;  long  fince  (he  left  mankind. 
So  fmooth  a  tongue  !  and  yet  fo  falfc  a  heart  I 
Sure  Courts  firft  taught  thee  fawning  friendfliip's  art ! 
No.     Thou  art  falfe  by  nature. 

DIONE. 

Let  me  clear 

This  heavy  charge,  and  prove  my  trufl  fmcere. 

L  Y  c  I  D  A  s . 
Boaft  then  her  favours ;  fay  what  happy  hour 
Next  calls  to  meet  her  in  the  appointed  bower  ; 
Say,  when  and  where  you  met. 

DIONE. 

— — Be  rage  fuppreft. 
In  flabblng  mine,  you  wound  Parthenia's  breaH. 
She  faid,  fhe  ftill  defy'd  Love's  keer.ell  dart ; 
Yet  purer  friendfhip  might  divide  her  heart, 
Friendlhip's  fmcerer  bands  Ihe  wifii'd  to  prove. 

LYCIDAS. 
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L  Y  C  I  D  A  S . 

A  woman's  friendfhip  ever  ends  in  love. 

Think  not  thefe  foolifh  tales  my  faith  command ; 

Did  not  I  fee  thee  prefs  her  fnowy  hand? 

O  may  her  pafFion  like  thy  friendfhip  lall ! 

May  fhe  betray  thee  ere  a  day  be  paft ! 

Hence  then.    Away.    Thou  'rt  hateful  to  my  fight. 

And  thus  I  fpurn  the  fawning  hypocrite. 

[Exit  Lycidas. 

SCENE     VII. 


Was  ever  grief  like  mine  !   O  wretched  maid  ! 

My  friendfhip  wrong'd  !  my  conflant  love  betray'd ! 

Misfortune  haunts  my  fteps  where'er  I  go. 

And  all  my  days  are  overcaft  with  woe. 

Long  have  I  llrove  th'  increafing  load  to  bear. 

Now  faints  my  foul,  and  finks  into  defpair. 

O  lead  me  to  the  hanging  mountain's  cell. 

In  whofe  brown  cliffs  the  fowls  of  darknefi  dwell ; 

Where  waters,  trickling  down  the  rifted  wall. 

Shall  lull  my  forrows  with  the  tinkling  fall. 

There  feek  thy  grave.  How  canft  thou  bear  the  light. 

When  banifh'd  ever  from  Evander's  fight ! 


Vol.  XXXVII.  T  SCENE 
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SCENE     VIII. 
DiONE,  Laura. 

LAURA. 

Why  hangs  a  cloud  of  grief  upon  thy  brows  ? 
Does  the  proud  nymph  accept  Evander's  vows? 

DIONE. 

Can  T  bear  life  with  thefe  new  pangs  oppreft ! 
Again  he  tears  me  from  his  faithlefs  breaft : 
A  perjur'd  lover  firft  he  fought  thefe  plains. 
And  now  my  friendfhip  like  my  love  difdains. 
As  I  new  offers  to  Parthenia  made, 
Conceal'd  he  flood  behind  the  woodbine  fhade. 
He  fays,  my  treacherous  tongue  his  heart  betray 'd. 
That  my  falfe  fpeeches  have  mifled  the  maid ; 
With  groundlefs  fear  he  thus  his  foul  deceives ; 
What  frenzy  diftates,  jealoufy  believes. 

LAURA. 

Refign  thy  crook,  put  oiFthis  manly  veft. 
And  let  the  wrong'd  Dione  ftand  confeft ; 
When  he  fhall  learn  what  forrows  thou  haft  borne. 
And  find  that  nought  relents  Parthenia's  fcorn. 
Sure  he  will  pity  thee. 

DiONE. 

No,  Laura,  no. 

Should  I,  alas !  the  fylvan  drefs  forego. 

Then 
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Then  might  he  think  that  I  her  pride  foment. 
That  injur'd  love  inftrufts  me  to  refent ; 
Our  fecret  enterprize  might  fatal  prove : 
Man  flies  the  plague  of  perfecuting  love. 


Avoid  Parthenia  ;  left  his  rage  grow  warm, 
And  jt?aloufy  refolve  fome  fatal  harm. 

D  I  o  N  E  . 

0  Laura,  if  thou  chance  the  youth  to  find; 
Tell  him  what  torments  vex  my  anxious  mind ; 
Should  I  once  more  his  awful  prefence  feek. 
The  filent  tears  would  bathe  my  glowing  cheek  j 
By  rifmg  fighs  my  faultering  voice  be  ftay'd. 
And  trembling  fear  too  foon  confefs  the  maid. 
Hafte,  Laura,  then ;  his  vengeful  foul  affuage, 
Tell  him,  I  'm  guiltlefs ;  cool  his  blinded  rage ; 
Tell  him  that  truth  fincere  my  friendship  brought, 
Let  him  not  cherifh  one  fufpicious  thought. 
Then,  to  convince  him  his  diftruft  was  vain, 

1  '11  never,  never  fee  that  nymph  again. 
This  way  he  went, 

LAURA. 

See,  at  the  call  of  night, 
The  ftar  of  evening  ilieds  his  filver  light 
High  o'er  yon'  weftern  hill:  the  cooling  gales 
Frefh  odours  breathe  along  the  v/indlng  dales ; 
Far  from  their  home  as  yet  our  fhepherds  ftray. 
To  clofe  with  chearful  walk  the  fultry  day. 

T  2  Methinks 
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Methinks  from  far  I  hear  the  piping  fwain ;  > 

Hark,  in  the  breeze  now  fwells,  now  finks  the  ftrain  I 
Thither  I  '11  feek  him. 

DIONE. 

While  this  length  of  glade 
Shall  lead  me  penfive  through  the  fable  fhade ; 
Where  on  the  branches  murmur  rufhing  winds. 
Grateful  as  falling  floods  to  love-fick  minds ; 
O  may  this  path  to  Death's  dark  vale  defcend ! 
There  only  can  the  wretched  hope  a  friend. 

[Ex./e'verc.//y. 


ACT 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE     I. 

A  Wood. 

DiONE,  Clean  THES  (luho  lies  ivounded  in  a  dijiant 
pan  of  the  ft  age). 


*~T^  li  E  moon  ferene  now  climbs  th'  aerial  way ; 
See,  at  he:-  fight  ten  thoufand  ftars  decay : 
With  trembling  gleam  fhe  tips  the  filent  grove, 
"While  all  beneath  the  chequer'd  Ihadows  move. 
Turn  back,  thy  filver  axles,  downward  roll, 
Darknefs  bell  fits  the  horrors  of  my  foul. 
Rife,  rife,  ye  clouds;  the  face  of  heaven  deform. 
Veil  the  bright  Goddefs  in  a  fable  llorm : 
O  look  not  down  upon  a  wretched  maid ! 
Let  thy  bright  torch  the  happy  lover  aid, 
And  light  his  wandering  footfteps  to  the  bower 
Where  the  kind  nymph  attends  th'  appointed  hour. 
Yet  thou  haft  feen  unhappy  love,  like  mine; 
Did  not  thy  lamp  in  heaven's  blue  forehead  (hine, 
Vv'^hen  Thiibe  fought  her  love  along  the  glade  ? 
Dldft  thou  not  then  behold  the  gleaming  blade. 
And  gild  the  fatal  point  that  ftabb'd  her  breail? 
Scon  I,  like  her,  fhall  feek  the  realms  of  reil. 
Let  groves  of  mournful  yew  a  wretch  furround! 
O  footh  my  ear  with  melancholy  found ! 

T  3         '  The 
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The  village-curs  now  ftrccch  their  yelling  throat. 
And  dogs  from  difta.nt  cots  return  the  note ; 
The  ravenous  wolf  along  the  valley  prowls. 
And  with  his  famifli'd  cries  the  mountain  howls. 
But  hark  !  what  fudden  noife  advances  near  ? 
Repeated  groans  alarm  my  frighted  ear ! 

CLEANTHES. 

Shepherd,  approach  ;  ah !  fly  not  through  the  glade. 
A  wretch  all  dy'd  with  wounds  invokes  thy  aid. 

DIONE. 

Say  then,  unhappy  ftranger,  how  you  bled; 
Colleft  thy  fpirit-;,  raife  thy  drooping  head. 

[Cleanthes  raifes  himfelf  on  his  ar>n. 

0  horrid  fight !   Cleanthes  gafping  lies ; 

And  Death's  black  fhadows  float  before  his  eyes. 
Unknown  in  this  difguife,  I  '11  check  my  woe. 
And  learn  what  bloody  handhas  ftruck  theblow.  \Afide. 
Say,  youth,  ere  Fate  thy  feeble  voice  confounds. 
What  led  thee  hither  ?  whence  thefe  purple  wounds  t 

CLEANTHES. 

Stay,  fleeting  life ;  may  ftrength  a-while  prevail. 
Left  my  clos'd  lips  confine  th'  imperfedl  tale. 
Kre  the  ftreak'd  Eaft  grew  warm  with  amber  ray, 

1  from  the  city  took  my  doubtful  way ; 

Far  o'er  the  plains  T  fought  a  beauteous  maid. 
Who,  from  the  Court,  in  thefe  wide  forells  ftray'd ; 
Wanders  unknown ;  as  I,  with  weary  pain, 
Try'd  every  path,  and  opening  glade,  in  vain ; 

A  band 
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A  band  of  thieves,  forth-rufhing  from  the  wood, 
Unfheath'd  their  daggers  warm  with  daily  blood; 
Deep  in  my  breaft  the  barbarous  fteel  is  dy'd. 
And  purple  hands  the  golden  prey  divide. 
Hence  are  thefe  mangling  wounds.  Say,  gentle  fwain. 
If  thou  haft  known  among  the  fylvan  train 
The  vagrant  nymph  I  feek  ? 

DIONE. 

What  mov'd  thy  care. 
Thus,  in  thefe  pathlefs  wilds,  to  fearch  the  fair? 

CLEAN  THES. 

I  charge  you,  O  ye  daughters  of  the  grove. 
Ye  Naiads,  who  the  molly  fountains  love. 
Ye  happy  fwains,  who  range  the  paftures  wide. 
Ye  tender  nymphs,  who  feed  your  flocks  befide ; 
Tf  my  laft  gafping  breath  can  pity  move. 
If  e'er  ye  knew  the  pangs  of  flighted  love. 
Show  her,  I  charge  you,  where  Cleanthes  dy'd; 
The  grafs  yet  reeking  with  the  fanguine  tide. 
A  father's  power  to  me  the  virgin  gave. 
But  flie  difdain'd  to  live  a  nuptial  flave  ; 
So  fled  her  native  home. 

DIONE. 

'Tis  then  from  thee 

Springs  the  foul  fource  of  all  her  mifery. 
Could'ft  thou,  thy  felfifli  appetite  to  pleafe. 
Condemn  to  endlefs  woes  another's  peace  } 


T4  CLEANTHES^ 
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CLEAN  THES. 

O  fpare  me ;  nor  my  haplefs  love  u,ibraid, 
Wliile  on  my  heart  Death's  frozen  hand  is  laid! 
Go,  feek  her,  guide  her  where  Cleanthes  bled  ; 
When  (he  furveys  her  lover  pale  and  dead. 
Tell  her,  that,  fince  flie  fled  my  hateful  fight. 
Without  remorfe  I  fought  the  realms  of  night. 
Methinks  I  fee  her  view  thefe  poor  remains. 
And  on  her  cheek  indecent  gladnefs  reigns ! 
Full  in  her  prefence  cold  Cleanthes  lies. 
And  not  one  tear  Hands  trembling  in  her  eyes ! 
O  let  a  figh  my  haplefs  fate  deplore  ! 
Cleanthes  now  controls  thy  love  no  more. 

D  I  0  N  E  . 

How  fliall  my  lids  confine  thefe  rifing  woes?   \_Aftde. 

CLEANTHES. 

O  might  I  fee  her,  ere  Death's  finger  clofe 
Thefe  eyes  for  ever !   might  her  foften'd  breaft 
Forgive  my  lo\  e  with  too  much  ardor  prefl: ! 
Then  I  v.'ith  peace  could  yield  my  latefc  breath. 

DIONE. 

Shall  I  not  calm  the  fable  hour  of  death. 

And  fhevv  myfelf  before  him  I — Ha  !   he  dies. 

See  from,  his  trembling  lip  the  fpirit  flies !       [JJide. 

Stay  yet  awhile.     Dione  Hands  confeft. 

He  knows  me  not.     He  faints,  he  finks  to  refl. 

CLEANTHES. 

Tell  her,  fince  all  my  hopes  in  her  were  lofl. 
That  death  was  welcome [Dies. 

DIONE. 
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D  I O  N  E  . 

What  fudden  gufts  of  grief  my  bofom  rend  ! 
A  parent's  curfes  o'er  my  head  impend. 
For  difobedient  vows  ;   O  wretched  maid, 
Thofe  very  vows  Evander  hath  betray "d. 
See,  at  thy  feet  Cleanthes  bath'd  in  blood ! 
For  love  of  thee  he  trod  this  lonely  wood ; 
Thou  art  the  cruel  authorefs  of  his  fate; 
He  falls  by  thine;  thou,  by  Evander's  hate. 
When  (hall  my  foul  know  reft  ?   Cleanthes  flain 
No  longer  fighs  and  weeps  for  thy  difdain. 
Thou  ftill  art  curft  with  love.    Bleed,  virgin,  bleed. 
How  fhall  a  wretch  from  anxious  life  be  freed  ! 
My  troubled  brain  with  fudden  frenzy  burns. 
And  fhatter'd  thought  now  this,  now  that  way  turns. 
What  do  I  fee  thus  glittering  on  the  plains  ? 
Ha !  the  dread  fword  yet  warm  with  crimfon  ftains  ! 

[^Takes  up  the  dagger. 

SCENE     n. 

DiONE,   Parthenia. 

P  A  R  T  H  E  N  I  A  . 

Sweet  is  the  walk  when  night  has  cool'd  the  hour. 
This  patli  directs  me  to  my  fylvan  bower.      \_Afide^ 

DIOKE. 

Why  is  my  foul  with  fudden  fear  difmay'd  ? 
Why  drops  my  trembling  hand  the  pointed  blade  ? 
O  ftring  my  arm  with  force  !  \_Afide. 

PARTHENIA. 
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PARTHENMA. 

——Me thought  a  noife 
Broke  through  the  filent  air,  like  human  voice.  \AJide» 

DIONE. 

One  well-aim'd  blow  fliall  all  my  pangs  remove, 
Grafp  firm  the  fatal  fteel,  and  ceafe  to  love.    \_AJtde. 

P  A  R  T  H  E  N  I  A . 

Sure  'twas  Alexis.    Ha!   a  fword  difplay'd! 

The  Hr earning  luftre  darts  acrofs  the  fliade.    \^Ajide, 

DIONE. 

May  Heaven  new  vigour  to  my  foul  impart. 

And  guide  the  defperate  weapon  to  my  heart  I  [A/ide, 

PARTHENIA. 

May  I  the  meditated  death  arre ft!  [Holds  Dione's  hand. 
Strike  not,  rafh  fhepherd  ;  fpare  thy  guiltlefs  breaft. 
O  give  me  ftrength  to  ftay  the  threaten'd  harm, 
And  wrench  the  dagger  from  his  lifted  arm ! 

DIONE. 

What  cruel  hand  with-holds  the  welcome  blow? 
In  giving  life,  you  but  prolong  my  woe. 
O  may  not  thus  th'  expefted  ftroke  impend  ! 
Unloofe  thy  grafp,  and  let  fwift  death  defcend. 
But  if  yon'  murder  thy  red  hands  hath  dy'd ; 
Here.    Pierce  me  deep ;  let  forth  the  vital  tide. 

[Dione  quits  the  dagger, 

P  A  P,.  T  H  E  K  I  A  . 

Wait  not  thy  htt ;  but  this  way  tnrn  thy  eyes ; 
My  virgin  hand  no  purple  m"urder  dves. 

Turn 
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Turn  then,  Alexis;  and  Parthenla  know, 
'Tis  fhe  protefts  thee  from  the  fatal  blow. 

D  I  o  N  E  . 
Muft  the  night-watches  by  my  fighs  be  told? 
And  mull  thefe  eyes  another  morn  behold 
Through  dazling  floods  of  tears  ?  Ungenerous  maid. 
The  friendly  ftroke  is  by  thy  hand  delay'd; 
Call  it  not  mercy  to  prolong  my  breath ; 
'Tis  but  to  torture  me  with  lingering  death. 

PAR.THENIA. 

What  moves  thy  hand  to  aft  tliis  bloody  part  ? 
Whence  are  thefe  gnawing  pangs  that  tear  thy  heart  ? 
Is  that  thy  friend  who  lies  before  thee  flain  ? 
Is  it  his  wound  that  reeks  upon  the  plain? 
Is 't  Lycidas  ? 

DIONE. 

No.    I  the  llranger  found. 
Ere  chilly  death  his  frozen  tongue  had  bound. 
He  faid;  "  As  at  the  rofy  dawn  of  day, 
PJe  from  the  city  took  his  vagrant  way, 
A  murdering  band  pour'd  on  him  from  the  wood, 
Firftfeiz'd  his  gold,  then bath'd  their  fwords  in  blood.'* 

PARTHENIA. 

You,  whofe  ambition  labours  to  be  great. 
Think  on  the  perils  which  on  riches  wait. 
Safe  are  the  Ihepherd's  paths ;  when  fober  Even 
Streaks  with  pale  light  the  bending  arch  of  Heaven, 
From  danger  free,  through  deferts  wild  he  hies. 
The  rifmg  fmoke  far  o'er  the  mountain  fpies. 

Which 
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Which  majks  his  dillant  cottage;  on  he  fares. 
For  him  no  murderers  lay  their  nightly  fnares ; 
Tliey  pafs  him  by,  th;-y  turn  their  fteps  away: 
Safe  Poverty  was  ne'er  the  villain's  prey. 
At  home  he  lies  fecure  in  eafy  fleep. 
No  bars  his  ivy-mantled  cottage  keep; 
No  thieves  in  dreams  the  flincy'd  dagger  hold. 
And  drag  him  to  deteft  the  buried  gold  ; 
Nor  ftarts  he  from  his  couch  aghaft  and  pale. 
When  the  door  murmurs  with  the  hollow  gale. 
While  he,  whofe  iron  cofiers  rull:  with  wealth. 
Harbours  beneath  his  roof  Deceit  and  Stealth ; 
T'reachery  with  lurking  pace  frequents  his  walks. 
And  clofe  behind  him  horrid  Murder  ftalks. 
'Tis  tempting  lucre  makes  the  villain  bold : 
There  lies  a  bleeding  facrifice  to  gold. 

D  I  O  N  E  . 

To  live,  is  but  to  wake  to  daily  cares. 
And  journey  through  a  tedious  vale  of  tears. 
Had  you  not  rufh'd  between,  my  life  had  flown ; 
And  I,  like  him,  no  more  had  forrow  known. 

PARTHENIA. 

When  anguilh  in  the  gloomy  bofom  dwells. 
The  counfel  of  a  friend  the  cloud  difpels. 
Give  thy  breaft  vent,  the  fecret  grief  impart. 
And  fay  wliat  woe  lies  heavy  at  thy  heart. 
To  fave  thy  life,  kind  Heaven  has  fucccur  fent. 
The  Gods  by  me  thy  threaten'd  fate  prevent. 

diom;. 


D     I    O    N    E.  285 

D  I  0  N  E  . 

No.    To  prevent  it,  is  beyond  thy  power  ; 
Thou  only  canft  defer  the  welcome  hour. 
When  you  the  lifted  dagger  turn'd  afide. 
Only  one  road  to  death  thy  force  deny'd; 
Siill  fate  is  in  my  reach.    From  mountains  high. 
Deep  in  whofe  Ihadow  craggy  ruins  lie. 
Can  I  not  headlong  fling  this  weight  of  woe. 
And  dafh  out  life  againft  the  flints  below? 
Are  there  not  ftreams,  and  lakes,  and  rivers  wide. 
Where  my  lafl:  breath  m.ay  bubble  on  the  tide  ? 
No.    Life  fliall  never  flatter  me  again. 
Nor  Ihall  to-morrow  bring  new  fighs  and  pain. 

PARTHENIA. 

Can  I  this  burthen  of  thy  foul  relieve. 
And  cabn  thy  grief? 

D  1 0  N  E  . 
If  thou  wilt  comfort  give. 
Plight  me  thy  word,  and  to  that  word  be  juft; 
Vk'hen  poor  Alexis  ftiall  be  laid  in  dull, 
That  pride  no  longer  ftiall  command  thy  mind, 
That  thou  wilt  fpare  the  friend  I  leave  behind. 
I  know  his  virtue  worthy  of  thy  breaft. 
Long  in  thy  love  may  Lycidas  be  bleft ! 

PARTHENIA. 

That  fwain  (who  would  my  liberty  control. 
To  pleafe  fome  fliort-liv'd  tranfport  of  his  foul) 
Shows,  while  his  importuning  flame  he  moves. 
That  'tis  not  me,  himfelf  alone  he  loves. 

O  live. 
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O  live,  nor  leave  him  by  misfortune  prefl: 
'J'is  fhamcful  to  deiert  a  friend  dillrcfl. 

D I  o  \  E . 
Alas !   a  wretch  like  me  no  lofs  would  prove. 
Would  kind  I'arthenia  liften  to  his  love. 

P  A  R  T  H  E  K  I  A  . 

Why  hides  thy  bofom  this  myilerious  grief? 
Eafe  thy  o'erburchen'd  heart,  and  hope  relief. 

DIONE. 

What  profits  it  to  touch  thy  tender  breafl. 

With  wrongs,  like  mine,  which  ne'er  can  be  redrell  ? 

Let  in  my  heart  the  fatal  fecret  die. 

Nor  call  up  forrow  in  another's  eye ! 

SCENE     III. 
DiONE,  Parthenia,  Lycidas. 

L  Y  CI  D  A  S . 

If  Laura  right  direft  the  darkfome  ways, 

Along  thefe  paths  the  penfive  fhepherd  ilrays.  \_Afide. 

D  lONE. 

Let  not  a  tear  for  me  roll  down  thy  cheek. 
O  would  my  throbbing  fighs  my  heart-llrings  break  I 
Why  was  my  breaft  the  lifted  ftroke  deny'd? 
Muft  then  again  the  deathful  deed  be  try'd  ? 
Yes.     'Tis  refolv'd. 

\Suatches  the  dagger  frorti  Parthenia. 

PARTHENIA. 
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PARTHENIA. 

———Ah,  hold ;  forbear,  forbear  1 

LYCIDAS. 

Methought  Diflrefs  with  flirieks  alarm'd  my  ear. 

PARTHENIA. 

Strike  not.    Ye  Gods,  defend  him  from  the  wound  I 

LYCIDAS. 

Yes.    'Tis  Parthenia's  voice,  I  know  the   found. 
Some  fylvan  ravifher  would  force  the  maid. 
And  Laura  fent  me  to  her  virtue's  aid. 
Die,  villain,  die ;  and  feek  the  (hades  below. 

\\jYC\i.2.s  fnatches  the  dagger  from  D'lone,  and 
Jlabs  her. 

DIONE. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  I  blefs  thee  for  the  blow. 

LYCIDAS. 

Since  Heaven  ordain'd  this  arm  thy  life  fhould  guard, 
O  hear  my  vows !  be  love  the  juft  reward. 

PARTHENIA. 

Rather  let  vengeance,  with  her  fwiftell  fpeed, 
O'ertake  thy  fiight,  and  recompence  the  deed ! 
Vv  hy  ftays  the  thunder  in  the  upper  iky  ? 
Gather,  ye  clouds;  ye  fcrky  lightnings,  fly: 
On  thee  may  all  the  wrath  of  Heaven  defcend, 
Whofe  barbarous  hand  hath  flain  a  faithful  friend. 
Behold  Alexis ! 


LYCIDAS, 
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l.y  C  1  DAS. 

-Would  that  treacherous  boy 


Have  forc'd  thy  virtue  to  his  brutal  joy  ? 
What  rouz'd  his  paflion  to  this  bold  advance  ? 
Did  e'er  thy  eyes  confefs  one  willing  glance  ? 
I  know,  the  faithlcfs  youth  his  truft  betray'd ; 
And  well  the  dagger  hath  my  wrongs  repaid. 

D I  o  N  E .    \_RaiJing  her/elf  on  her  arm. 
Breaks  not  Evander's  voice  along  the  glade  ? 
Ha  !  is  it  he  who  holds  the  reeking  blade  ! 
There  needed  not  or  poifon,  fword,  or  dart ; 
Thy  faithlefs  vows,  alas !  had  broke  my  heart.  [JJide. 

PARTHENIA. 

O  tremble,  fliepherd,  for  thy  rafh  offence. 
The  fword  is  dy'd  with  murder 'd  innocence  '. 
His  gentle  foul  no  brutal  paffion  feiz'd. 
Nor  at  my  bofom  was  the  dagger  rais'd ; 
Self-murder  was  his  aim;  the  youth  I  found 
Whelm'd  in  defpair,  and  ftay'd  the  falling  wound. 

DIONE. 

Into  what  mifchiefs  is  the  lover  led, 

Who  calls  down  vengeance  on  his  perjur'd  head! 

O  may  he  ne*er  bewail  this  defperate  deed. 

And  may,  unknown,  unwept,  Dione  bleed  !     ^Ajlde, 

LYCIDAS. 

What  horrors  on  the  guilty  mind  attend ! 
His  confcience  had  reveng'd  an  injur 'd  friend, 
Hadft  thou  not  held  the  ftroke.    In  death  he  fought 
To  lofe  the  heart-confuming  pain  of  thought. 

Did 
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Did  not  the  fmooth-tongu'd  boy  perfidious  prove. 
Plead  his  own  pafllon,  and  betray  my  love  ? 

DIONE. 

O  let  him  ne'er  this  bleeding  vidim  know  ; 
Left  his  rafli  tranfport,  to  revenge  the  blow. 
Should  in  his  dearer  heart  the  dagger  ftain '. 
That  wound  would  pierce  my  foul  with  double  pain. 

PARTHENIA. 

How  did  his  faithful  lips  (now  pale  and  cold) 
With  moving  eloquence  thy  griefs  unfold ! 

LY  CIDAS. 

Was  h€  thus  faithful?  thus,  to  friendfhip  true? 
Then  I  'm  a  wretch.    All  peace  of  mind,  adieu  \ 
If  ebbing  life  yet  beat  within  thy  vein, 
Alexis,  fpeak  ;  unclofe  thofe  lids  again. 

\Flings  himfelf  on  the  ground  near  Dionc, 
See  at  thy  feet  the  barbarous  villain  kneel ! 
'Tis  Lycidas  who  grafps  the  bloody  fteel. 
Thy  once-lov'd  friend. — Yet,  ere  1  ceafe  to  live, 
Canft  thou  a  wretched  penitent  forgive  ? 

D  I  o  N  E  . 

When  low  beneath  the  fable  mould  I  reft. 

May  a  fincerer  friend  fhip  Ihare  thy  breaft ! 

Why  are  thofe  heaving  groans  ?  (ah  !  ceafe  to  weep  J) 

May  my  loft  name  in  dark  oblivioh  fleep  ; 

Let  this  fad  tale  no  fpeaking  ftone  declare. 

From  future  eyes  to  draw  a  pitying  tear. 
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Let  o'er  my  grave  the  leveling  plough- fliare  pafs, 
Mark  not  the  fpot ;  forget  that  e'er  I  was. 
Then  may'fl  thou  with  Parthenia's  love  be  bleft. 
And  not  one  thought  on  me  thy  joys  molcft  I 
My  fwimming  eyes  are  overpower 'd  with  light. 
And  darkening  fhadows  fkct  before  my  fight : 
May'll  thou  be  happy  !  ah  !  my  foul  is  free.   [Dies. 

L  Y  c  I  D  A  s . 
O  cruel  fhepherdefs,  for  love  of  thee  [To  Tarthenia. 
This  fatal  deed  was  done. 


SCENE    THE    LAST. 
Lycidas,  Parthenia,   Laura. 

L  A  U  R  A  . 

Alexis  flain ! 

LYCIDAS. 

Yes.    'Twas  I  did  it.    See  this  crimfon  ftain  I 
My  hands  with  blood  of  innocence  are  dy'd. 
O  may  the  moon  her  filver  bea.uty  hide 
In  rolling  clouds !   my  fcul  abhors  the  light ; 
.  Shade,  ihade  the  murderer  in  eternal  night ! 

LAURA. 

No  rival  fhepherd  is  before  thee  laid  ; 
There  bled  the  chaileft,  the  fmcereft  maid 
That  ever  figh'd  for  love.    On  her  pale  face. 
Cannot  thy  weeping  eyes  the  feature  trace 


Of 
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Of  thy  once  dear  Dione  ?    With  wan  care 
Sunk  are  thofe  eyes,  and  livid  with  defpair! 

LYCIDAS. 

Dione ! 

LAURA. 

■There  pure  conftancy  lies  dead ! 

LYCIDAS. 

May  Heaven  fhower  vengeance  on  this  perjur'd  head ! 
As  the  dry  branch  that  withers  on  the  ground. 
So,  blafted  be  the  hand  that  gave  the  wound ! 
OfF;  hold  me  not.    This  heart  dcferves  the  ftroke; 
'Tis  black  with  treachery.    Yes :  the  vows  are  broke 

[St ah  himfelf. 
Which  I  fo  often  fwore.    Vain  world,  adieu ! 
Though  I  was  falfe  in  life,  in  death  I  'm  true.  [Z)/Vj. 

LAURA. 

To-morrow  {hall  the  funeral  rites  be  paid. 
And  thefe  Love-viftims  in  one  grave  be  laid. 

PARTHENIA. 

There  fliall  the  yew  her  fable  branches  fpread. 
And  mournful  cyprefs  rear  her  fringed  head. 

LAURA. 

From  thence  fhall  thyme  and  myrtle  fend  perfume. 
And  laurel  ever-green  o'erfhade  the  tomb. 

PARTHENIA. 

Come,  Laura,  let  us  leave  this  horrid  wood. 
Where  ftreams  the  purple  grafs  with  lovers'  blood ; 
U  2  Come 
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Come  to  my  bower.    And,  as  we  forromng  go. 
Let  poor  Dione's  ftory  feed  my  woe 

With  heart-relieving  tears. 

LAURA.  [^Pointing  to  Dione. 

■Unhappy  maid ! 
Hadft  thou  a  parent's  juft  command  obey'd. 
Thou  yet  hadll  liv'd. — But  who  (hall  Love  advife? 
Love  fcorns  command,  and  breaks  all  other  ties. 
Henceforth,  ye  fwains,  be  true  to  vows  profeft; 
For  certain  vengeance  ftrikes  the  perjui'd  brealt. 
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